
UNHID MAI IS 


CANADA 


The Truth About the 
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GENUINE DIAMONDS 


IT’S A 

BULOVA 


MISS LIBERTY 

E. A. 38 . .Famous Butova Miss Liberty. Fully 
guaranteed 15 Jewel Butova Movement. Ex- 
quisitely engraved. Set with <6> six Sapphires 
or (6) six Emeralds. Pierced flexible link 
bracelet set with Sapphires or Emeralds to 
match. Fitted with patented “duiPtitc" pro- 
tector. $3.04 a mouth. 


EA 9 . . . A** 

The “PrinccM Pat” 
— 14K Solid White 

Gold engraved case. 

guaranteed 15-Jewel 
movement. Engraved 
genuine "Wrlatacrat" 
flexible bracelet to 
match, tl .06 a month 


Jewelry of distinction 

brought within your easy reach 


Guaranteed Savings 

Direct Diamond Importations 

and large volume buying for both our 
National Mall Order business and 
our Chain Store system enable us to 
offer you superior quality genuine 
diamonds. One standard watches and 
exquisite Jewelry at saving prices 
which arc beyond comparison. All 
of this with no extra charge for the 
added convenience and advantage of 
dignified, liberal credit. 

How to Order 

Just send *1.00 with your order 
and your selection comes to you on 
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL. NOC.O.D. 
TO PAY ON ARRIVAL. After full 
examination and free trial, pay 
balance In 12 equal monthly payments. 


EA 7 . . . OU 

Gentlemen's mas- 
sive ring of 14K 
solid green gold 
with latest sty 1 e 
1SK solid white 
gold top. fiery, 
genuine blue-white 
diamond . 84 .08 a 
month. 
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Kirhly hand en- 
graved 18K Solid 
White Gold soli- 
taire mounting; 
fiery, genuine 
blue-white * dia- 
mond. *2. a mo. 


EA 37 . . . iO 
New I. Ink o'Love" 
«oll tit i r«-; hand en- 
graved 18 K Solid 
White Gold ring 
set with dazzling 
genuine blue-white 
diamond in center; 
2 smaller d I a- 
monds on sides. 
S6.1C a month. 


EA1I.W 

Wedding ring of 
beautifully hand 
engraved 18 K 
Solid, w hi teGold ; 
set w 1 1 h 7 ex- 
pertly matrh- 
ed genuine blue- 
white diamonds: 
82.06 a month. 


Satisfaction Guaranteed 

10 Days Free Trial 

You have the privilege of 10 days' 
free trial — If not completely satisfied 
return shipment at our expense and 
the entire deposit will be refunded. 
Written guarantee bond with every 
purchase. 


EA 35 . . . DU 
1 -a test style. 18K 
Solid White Gold 
ring sot In the 
center with large 
sizo. (lashing gen- 
uine blue-white dia- 
mond and 2 nm.tllcr 
diamonds on sides. 
84.08 a month. 


All Dealings Strictly Confidantlal 


A whole year to pay! No extra charge 
for credit — no red tape — no delay. 
You take no risk — satisfaction abso- 
lutely guaranteed or money back. 

Gift Case Free 

Every article comes to you in a most 
beautiful and appropriate presenta- 
tion case. 


EA 31 . . . Nation- 
ally advertised and 
guaranteed Elgin or 
Waltham movement; 
hand engraved white 
or green gold tilled 
20 year ease. Latest 
style, flexible, mesh 
wrist band. 82.21 a 
month. 


EA 6 . . 

Gentlemen's hand 
engraved massive 
ring of 14K solid 
white COld. Im- 
ported black onyx 
set with a genuine 
diamond and any 
carved Initial or 
emblem desired. 
82.21 a month. 


EA 0 . . . Diamond 
wrist watch. 14 K Solid 
White gold engraved rase; 2 genuine 
diamonds and 8 emeralds or sapphires. 
Guaranteed 15 - Jewel movement. 
Pierced flexible “Wristaerat" bracelet 
with sapphires or emeralds to match 
S3 .04 a month. 


Gorgeous 
Dinner Ring 


EA 10 . . . Latest la?e 
design mounting of 
exquisitely hand pierced 
18K Solid White Gold. 
Set with 8 fiery, gen- 
ulno blue-white dia- 
monds and 2 Fivnch- 
blue sapphires. $3.46 
a month. 


EE Adults 

Completely Illus- 
trated new cata- 
log of genuine dia- 
monds. Hulova, 
Elgin. Waltham. 
Hamilton, Howard 
Illinois watches: 
One Jewelry and 
silver* arr at spe- 
cial prices. Wrlta 
now to got your 
Froo Copy. 


IT’S A 
BULOVA 
V $ 29 75 


Hi L J *27 50 

EA 19 . . . Nationally advertised tented and 
regulated 15-Jewel Waltham movement: 20-ycar 
warranted engraved White Gold filled. 12 size, 
thin model, decagon ease. White gold filled 
knife and fine Waldemar chain. All complete in 
handsome gift ease. 82.21 a month 


ESTABLISHED 16 9 5 Till 


EA 5 . . . Nationally 
advertised and guaran- 
teed 15- Jewel Gent's 
Bulova watch. White 
gold filled case, “dust- 
tlte" protector; radium 
dial and hands; latest 
style woven wrist band 
to match. 82.39 a 
month. 


EA 12 . . . Dazzlli.a cluster oi 
7 expertly matched genuine 
blue-white diamonds; hand 
pierced 18K Solid White 
Gold, lady's mounting. Lookt 
like a 8750 solitaire. His 
value. Only S3 96 a month. 


DIAMOND L. WATCH CO 


CMdrtssfoxr. 530-F f 


170 Broadway, New York 
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.“But I Thought That Book Whs 
Suppressed ! ” Gasped Bess! 

“ Hotv On Earth Did You Ever Get It?’ 1 ' 


I F Gloria Swanson, Gene Tunney and the 
Prince of Wales had suddenly walked 
into the room, arm in arm, it couldn’t 
have created any more of a sensation! 
Tom sat up with a whistle of astonishment - 
while Bess and Jane looked as though they 
could hardly believe their eyes! 

“Decameron Tales!” cried Bess with a 
grasp as she read the title. “Why that's 
the book that has been tabooed so long, 
isn’t it? Where in the world did you get it?” 

"Let me see it,” begged Tom as he 
laughingly tried to take the book out of my 
hands. “I've heard that it was so hot they 
had to put asbestos covers on it to keep 
people from getting their fingers burned!” 

Jane pretended to look prudish but I 
knew she was dying to get a peek at the 
book just as all the others were. Suddenly 
an idea struck her. 

“Nonsense,” she said, “Helen’s only fool- 
ing us. That couldn’t be 
‘Decameron Tales.’ She’s 
only found a paper jacket 
from a real copy somewhere 
and put it on another book to 
get our curiosity aroused. 

I've heard of it for years - 
but it’s practically impossible 
to get hold of a copy!” 

“That’s where you’re all 
wrong,” I cried triumphantly. 

“This is really Decameron 
Tales and it isn’t suppressed, 
although I had never been 
able to get it in stores. Listen 
to this announcement I 
clipped out of a magazine 
the other day and you'll 
see how I got this copy. It 
says: 

“ ‘Perhaps no other book 
has ever had a more amazing 
background than the Tales 


from the Decameron by Boccaccio! Written 
with such utter frankness as to be absolutely 
startling, these tales have long been a 
storm center of controversy and persecution. 
Critics have acclaimed them with un- 
stinted praise for their sparkling vividness 
— -while puritanical reformers, aghast at 
the way Boccaccio has exposed human 
life and love in the raw, have resorted 
to every possible means to keep this master- 
piece from general circulation. 

“‘But all that was yesterday! Today 
the thrill that awaits the reader within the 
glowing pages of Decameron Tales is no 
longer denied you. The world is becoming 
more and more broad minded -so now the 
peerless masterpiece of genial old Boccaccio 
is coming into its own at last! Read it 
if you wish — and decide for yourself, 
whether or not it should be banned or 
censored!’ ” 

A Mystery No Longer! 

You’ll never know life 
until you've read this greatest of 
all once-tabooed books! You’ll 
never know how utterly stark and 
vivid a picture of human passions 
can be painted in words until 
you’ve feasted on these fascinat- 
ing tales from the greatest of all 
true-to-life books — the immortal 
Decameron of Boccaccio! 

Between its pages, the thrill of 
a lifetime of reading awaits you. 
Few writers have ever dared to 
write so intimately of the frailties 
to which the flesh is heir. But 
the flaming pen of Giovanni Boc- 
caccio knew no restraint. Sophis- 
ticated and fearless to the ultimate 
degree, his stories are not only 
brilliant Action of the most grip- 
ping variety — but also the most 
illuminating record of life in four- 
teenth century Italy ever penned. 
Hardly a detail of these stirring 
times escaped his ever watchful 
eye — and what he saw. he wrote, 
without hesitation or fear! 



READ! 


— how a ccrliln noble lady tllppul 
into her h«i«l.»n*J • eh* mb' f by 
• trait It and chanced flacca with hi* 
motrna in order to win hark hi* love! 

— How a tiny mol* on n woman'* 
hrea-l rond«mn<'d hrr to death and 
wrecked three liven! 

— how clandestine love in the 
kitchen turned the baron’* dinper 
into a fiaevo, and the near-tracr!\ 
which followed! 

— how the Duke of Crete paid for a 
night** pleasure in human coin' 


Rich in fascinating plot, tense with action, and 
vibrant with human passion — the Decameron has 
furnished plots for the world’s great masters of 
literature. Longfellow. Keats. Dry den. Chaucer, 
and even the great Shakespeare himself sought 
these immortal pages for inspiration. Thus the 
stories not only amuse and entertain, but constitute 
a landmark of literature which must not be passed 
over if you would broaden your vision — make 
yourself truly cultured. 

Send No Money — 5 Days’ Trial 

And now we arc enabled to offer you this re- 
markable book — thirty-Ave of the best stories 
from the famous Decameron — for the amazingly 
low sum of $1.98! Send no money — just AH out 
and mail the coupon below. When the package 
arrives pay the postman $1.98, plus few cents 
postage. Inspect this great book for Ave days, 
then if you are not delighted return it and your 
money will be refunded. Mail the coupon this 
instant before this low price offer is withdrawn. 

Franklin l*ublishin<r Co. 

DEPT. G-700 

BOO North (Hark Street, Chicago 


M 


'Decameron 


Tales 


BOCCACCIO 


F 


r ; 

1 FRANKI IN PUBLISHING CO.. 

| 800 N. Chirk St.. Dept. G-700. Chicago 

| Pica** Mud me a cog jr of The Talc* from Ihr Immortal Decameron I 
■ b\ Boccaccio. When pnrkace arrive*. I will pay poatmnn only I 
J fl.9*. pin* a I -w cent* p<»Ug «• If n< t drlirhtcd. I am at Hberty to j 
I return the volume within five day* and my money will be refunded. J 

I 
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MONTH: WHO KILLED CARMEN WAGNER? 


McLOON— 


The STRANGE FATE of HUGHIE 
FAMOUS BASEBALL MASCOT 
This little hunchback was former mascot of Connie 
Mack’s Philadelphia Athletics, World Champions— 
and he was the idol of Philadelphia's sporting world. 
Hughie became, in some way, involved with the 
underworld. Gangsters bumped him off. Two 
pretty girls entered into the case. Detectives were 
baffled! What was back of it all ? Don’t miss this 
sensational thriller! 

The SMASHING of “LITTLE EGYPT’S” GANG- 
STER KING 

Merlin Moore Taylor’s masterpiece — the inside 
story of Charles Birger, the world's toughest gang 
leader. This story is a revelation. It shows to what 
extremes it has been possible for a gang leader to go 
in the United States, who has daring and a strongly 
organized gang of killers back of him. A sizzlerl J 

SOLVING SAN DIEGO’S MOST BAFFLING 
CRIME! 

Mystery all the way through! — the strange disap- 
pearance of George E. Schick, wealthy San Diego 
business man. No reason to disappear — -no clues — 
his friends mystified! Then the detectives began to 
learn things l A thriller! 


WHO KILLED BEAUTIFUL CARMEN WAGNER? 

Carmen, attractive 18-year-old girl, left for a mountain 
trip in California, with a young man friend. Neither 
were seen alive again. Posses formed — days passed — • 
excitement spread. Finally both bodies were found— 
widely separated in the mountain trails. The solu- 
tion, after days of shrewd detective work, came as a 
smashing surprise! You could never guess ill A 
great story — spectacular actual photographs. 

THE GREAT CHAIN GANG ESCAPE!. 

A million newspaper readers know of the aroused 
public sentiment, and numerous petitions, that tried 
to save Robert Elliot Burns (who stole $5.80) from 
being returned to the tortures of the Georgia chain 
gang, after his daring escape— when he was going 
straight and succeeding in life. What happened? 
This remarkable story holds you spellbound with the 
intensity of its amazing revelationsl 

VANISHING GOLD! 

It took o full year to plan this astounding robbery 
of a fortune being transported under heavy guard 
from London to Paris. It was successful. How was 
it accomplished en route? Scotland Yard was baffled ! 


And do not miss HELP THEM GO STRAIGHT, the editorial next month by Franklin D. Roosevelt, Gov- 
ernor of New York, as well as additional stories, not listed above— all in July TRUE Detective 
Mysteries, on sale at news stands everywhere on June 15th. 
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newest and most 
modern Electrical 
Equi pnru ntof ullkintls.i 
Every comfort un«ll 
convenience has been 
arranged to make you 
happy and contented 
during your training. 


to get into ELECTRICITY 

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. Now . . . and 
forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let me show you how 
to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60 and up, a week, in Electricity 
— NOT by correspondence, but by an amazing way to teach, RIGHT HERE 
IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS. You become a practical expert in 90 days! 

Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! 

Learn Without Lessons i»90« 

By Actual Work-In the Great Shops of Coyne 


Lack of experience — age, or ad 
vanced education bars no one. 

1 don’t care if you don’t know 
an armature from an air 
brake — I don’t expect you 
to! I don’t care if you’re 
16 yearsold or 48— it makes 
nodifference!Don’t!etlack 
of money stop you. Mostof 
the men at Coyne have no 
more money than you have. 

Railroad Fare 
Allowed 

I will allow your railroad 
fare to Chicago, and if you 
should need part-time work 
I’ll assist you to it. Then, 
in 12 brier weeks, in the 
great roaring shops of 
Coyne, I train you as you 
never dreamed you could 
be trained on a gigantic 
outlay of electrical appa- 
ratus . . . costing hundreds 
of thousands of dollars . . . real 
dynamos, engines, power plants, 
autos, switchboards, transmitting 
stations . . . everything from door- 
bells to farm power and lighting 
. . . full-sized ... in full operation 
every day 1 


Prepare (or Jobs 
Like These 

Here ore a few of hundreds of 
positions open to Coyne-trained 
men. Our free employment 
bureau gives you lifetime em- 
ployment service. 
ArmatureExpert.to $100 a Wk. 
Substation Operator 

$60 n Week und up 
Auto Electrician $110 a Week 

Inventor Unlimited 

Maintenance Engineer 

up to $100 a Week 
Service Station Owner 

up to $200 a Week 
Radio Expert up to $100 a Week 


real batteries . . . winding real 
armatures, operating real mo- 
tors, dynamos and generators, 
wiring houses, etc., etc. 
That’s a glimpse of how 
we makeyou a master prac- 
tical electrician in 90 days, 
teachingyoufarmore than 
the average ordinary elec- 
trician ever knows and fit- 
ting you to step into jobs 
leading to big pay immedi- 
ately after graduation. 
Here, in this world-famous 
Parent school — and no- 
where else in the world — 
can you get this training! 

JobS'Pay-Future 

Dont’ worry about a job, 
Coyne training settles the 
job question for life. De- 
mand for Coyne men often 
exceeds the supply. Our 


Nowin Our 
New Home 

This is our new, fire- 
proof , modern home 
wherein is installed 
thousands of dol- 
lars’ worth 


NoBookS'NoPrintedLessons 

No books, no baffling charts ... all 
real actual work . . . right here in 
the great Coyne school . . . building 

COYNE 

500 S. Paulina Street 


employment bureau gives you a lifetime 
service. Two weeks after graduation, 
Clyde F. Hart got a position as electrician 
for the Great Western Railroad at over$100 
a week. That’s not unusual. We can point 
to Coyne men making up to $600 a month. 
$60 a week is only the beginning of your op- 
portunity. You can go into radio, battery, 
or automotive electrical business for your- 
self and make up to $16,000 a year. 

GET THE FACTS 

Coyne is your one great chance to get into 
electricity. Every obstacle is removed. 
This school is 30 years old — Coyne train- 
ingistested — proven beyond alldoubt — en- 
dorsed by many large electrical concerns. 
You can find out everything absolutely 
free. Simply mail the coupon and let me 
send you the big, free Coyne book of 160 
photographs. . . facts. . . jobs. . . salaries 

. . . opportunities. Tells you how 
many earn expenses while train- 
ing and how we assist our grad- 
uates in the field. This does not 
obligate you. So act at once. 

Just mail coupon. 


Get This 

FREE Booli 


Mr. H. C. LEWIS, President 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. AO 94 

soo 8. Paulina St., Chicago, 111. 

Dear Mr. Lewis: 

Without obligation send me your big free catalog and 
all details of Railroad Fare to Chicago. Free Employ- 
ment Service. Radio, Aviation Electricity, and Auto* 
motive Courses, and how I can “earn while learning.** 


ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

H. C. LEWIS, Pres. Established 1899 

Dept. AO-94 ' Chicago, Illinois 


Name. 


Address. 


City 


. State . 


New Books and Book News 

By Edward Dean Sullivan 


Note. - Edward Dean Sullivan, nationally 
known newspaper man, author and critic will 
tell readers of True Detective Mysteries 
in these pages what new crime hooks are 
worth reading. Among Mr. Sullivan's books 
"Rattling the Cup,” a complete expose of the 
crime conditions in Chicago marked him as 
one of the foremost crime investigators of our 
time. In his career Mr. Sullivan has “cov- 
ered" police headquarters both in New York 
and Chicago and at one period “ served time " 
at Auburn Prison as part of an investigation 
into the reactions of men confined. These 
experiences, combined with a wide acqtuiint- 
ance with police officials and detectives, make 
his news and views on crime and underworld 
books of unusual value. 



A Chronicle of Harsh Lives 

Shadows of Men 

By Jim Tully. 

Doubt edav Doran & Co. 
330 pp. $2.50. 

J IM TULLY has “been around.” Hobo, 
pugilist, dramatist, motion picture direc- 
tor and born cynic. Of the writing men of 
the world he is perhaps the most indifferent 
to those readers who enjoy a soft light 
and a theme song in the discussion of life. 
His writing is a merging of machine gun 
and blow torch and when he tells you 
about humanity in the raw there is no need 
of his publishers providing him with an 
illustrator. The picture is in your mind — 
and stays there long after the book has ac- 
cumulated its dust. 

In “Shadows of Men,” Tully has dupli- 
cated the fierce tempo of “Jarnegan,” “Beg- 
gars of Life” and “Circus Parade,” which 
stark narratives won him a place in the 
front rank of scribbling realists. He 
brings you into contact with people of 
whom you never heard, he tells you of 
points of view grotesque and seemingly 
impossible and after he has first shocked, 
and then interested you, he wins, without 
pleading, more sympathies for his life- 
smashed characters than they ever knew 
in the flesh. Men of cast iron, whose 
actions at first reflect a mixture of poison 
and dynamite, become, under Tully’s hand, 
at last understandable, the objects of a 
pity that they would scorn with their last 
breath. 

People who are victims of the irrita- 
tions and stultifying limitations of life 
under organized babbitry may sometimes 
long for any type of freedom. Tully’s 
people not only long for it, but decide to 
have it whatever the cost in physical mis- 
ery. In most cases they haven’t got a 
thing in the world but the rags on their 
backs and their personal characteristics; 
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Edward Dean Sullivan 

but they are at least bosses of their 
shadows ; and they’ll pay for that privilege 
in more desperate coin than any night club 
sucker was ever known to put down be- 
side his check. 

Tully knows these people and Tully 
knows how to tell what he knows. His 
characterizations arc not done in water 
colors — but in rock. You meet the charac- 
ter and you like what you like about him 
— however little — and detest what you don’t 
like about him. But you recognize a hu- 
man being and you’re inclined to glance 
after him with a look that is an amalgam 
of dislike, interest and respect. For they 
suffer — and they won't whine, these knights 
of the road. They’ve picked their road- 
bed and they’ll travel with it. 

Here's a little example of torture which 
is typical of Tully. 

It was freezing cold on the desert. 

Tully and a companion, tired and with 
aching feet, eyes sand-swept, have arrived 
at a small wayside station. Tully's com- 
panion has a little money and a trace of 
a jag. Into the obscure station comes the 
most hated railroad detective in the coun- 
try, “Arizona Slim,” a killer and a liar. 

T ully’s drunken companion did not even 
look up, but Tully’s heart beat fast as he 
noted the big sombrero, the diamond on 
the little finger, the huge watch charm and 
the weazened face of the hated Slim. 

As the door slammed, Tully’s companion, 
hungry and enjoying every bit of his badly- 
needed food, called out to the detective — 
not seeing him — “Whoever you are, friend, 
you’re welcome. Just come right over and 
have a bite on me. It’s colder than the 
north pole outside.” 

Tully nudged his companion. 

“I'll buy my own grub,” rasped the de- 
tective; “do you know who you’re talkin’ 
to?" 

“No,” replied the raggedy friend of hu- 
manity, continuing to eat, “an’ I don’t give 
a damn. I'm ‘Syracuse Jake’.” 


A revolver was poked into the ribs of 
the famished hobo. 

“Git up an’ walk,” was the stern order. 
The woman behind the counter, know- 
ing the relief which the two ragged men 
had indicated when they sat down to rest 
and the famishing manner of their order 
for food, spoke up. 

“Oh, God, Slim,” she said, “let ’em cat. 
They're not doin’ any harm, God knows.” 

“I’m runnin’ this show,” said Slim. 
Then to the tramps — “Let’s walk.” 

“Well here, boys,” said the kindly woman 
at the counter, “he can’t keep you from 
taking food with you. I’ll wrap you up 
a few doughnuts.” 

“No, you don’t,” said the detective. “Let’s 
walk,” and he poked the two tramps with 
his gun. 

Leaving their food, they walked out into 
the swirling snow, miles from anywhere. 

“Jes’ keep on walkin’,” said Arizona 
Slim, “if you turn around, I’ll put some 
bullets in your domes.” 

Then he went back to the station to eat. 
Nice? 

That isn’t the worst thing that hap- 
pens to the knights of the road. Things 
worse than death are borne, as Tully sets 
forth. Things indeed which seem to make 
almost anti-climactic Patrick Henry’s hero- 
ic insistence upon either liberty or death. 

These wanderers have liberty — at fabu- 
lous cost. 

And even when the solution of all their 
troubles comes with the last closing of 
tired eyes they sometimes have need to 
set the record straight as did Clark, who 
was put to death in “Shadows of Men.” 

Dear Warden : 

Many thanks for the kind treat- 
ment. / k it 07V how yon feel, sir 
and believe me I can sympathise 
with you, / have only a few min- 
utes now and / want to say with my 
last breath that I had no more to do 
with De Silva’s death than you did. 

/ don’t blame the jury — how can 
I when the State’s witnesses lied ? — 
Yes, two of them. The rest told the 
truth. 

Yes, I had one prison record and 
two fines of $50 against me. The 
rest is just arrests — no charge, or 
just vagrancy — not even a jail 
term. My prison term was for a 
$14 check. 

Thank you again Warden, 

and Good-bye, 

E. J. Clark. 

Oh the margin was scrawled : 

"This is true, so help me God. Just 
a few minutes to go." 

And if man’s cruelty to man is repre- 
sented in the conduct of the State's wit- 
nesses who appeared before a jury of this 
unhappy “bo’s” peers let it be said that 
they may almost be excused when com- 
(Continucd on page 6) 
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66 J© she whispered as 


He Carried 


Her Upstairs 


That night their eyes had suddenly met for the first time 
across the confetti strewn floor of the atelier. Something 
electric passed between them in that first glance— something 
that seemed to sear and scorch him to the marrow of his bones. 
Without a word she crossed the room — and they stole silently 
out into the night together. 

Somehow or other he mumbled the correct address to the 
taxi driver — and somehow or other he found the correct change 
when they arrived at their destination. “Merci, M’sieu ” — 
the chauffeur touched his cap and was gone. 

Alone at last, they stood on the sidewalk and looked up to 
the window four floors above, where a flickering night-light 
cast a dull glow against the pane. “Je t’aime," she whispered 
as his strong young arms suddenly swept her from her feet 
and up the stairway toward the stars! . . . 



IFRENCM. CILASSICS 


‘ Daring ... Romantic ..Thrilling... 


And so began the immortal amour of Sappho 
— notorious artist's model — and of Jean 
C.aussin. an innocent, clear-eyed young 
provincial who had always regarded women 
with the reverence accorded to 
saints! How her fierce love trans- 
ported him to the heights only 
to dash him into the depths — 
how the unexpected revelation of 
her checkered past froze him with 
liorror — and how she finally led 
him like a prisoner in the dock to 
be judged by four of the most 
celebrated yet infamous clenantcs 
of Paris, are just a few of the 
high-lights you will find in this 
famous masterpiece. 

1,447 Pages of Love, 

Intrigue and Romance 


In times now past, various well-meaning 
but uninformed people have gone so far as to 
express the opinion that some of the inci- 
dents in these books were almost “shocking" 
and "risque", but such is de- 
cidedly not the case. True, the 
subject matter is handled with 
all the verve and fire for which 
the Parisian raconteur is famous, 
but it must be remembered 
that the French code is not the 
same as ours. Every nation 
has its own individual modes, 
manners and morals, which are 
bound to be reflected in its litera- 
ture. Knowledge of these dif- 
ferences is of undeniable cultural 
value — and to censor them would 
lx? fortunately regarded as the 
height of prudery in this advanced 
day and age. 


Absorbing.. 

you meet noble ladies, their fingers crusted with 
jewels worth a king's ransom — femmes de unit, 
haunting dim streets, their fevered eyes glowing 
beneath cheap finery — roues, rogues and vagabonds 
— priests and beggars, virgins and harlots — saints 
and 8innersl 

Special Offer for a Short 
Time 

Ordinarly this set of French Classics is only 
available in high priced editions but through special 
arrangements with the authors and by printing a 
huge edition during the slack season we can cut 
the price to the bone. These famous master-pieces 
now cost less than the average novel. However, 
when this special edition is gone, we cannot guaran- 
tee to fill any more orders. So if you wish a set, 
act nowl 

Read 5 Days FREE 


6 Priceless 
Volumes 

"Sappho** by AI- 
plionsi* Duudet 
"Mademoiselle dc 

Maupin" by Theo- 
phiie Gautier 
"The l.ud.v of the 
©amelias" by Alex- 
andre Dumas 
"The Red Lily" by 
Anatole France 
••Madame Hovary" 
by Gustave Flaulvert 
"Stories of Parisian 
Life” by Guy de 
Maupassant 


But Daudct's “Sappho" is only one of the 
six famous French Masterpieces — collected 
together, translated into English, uniformly 
bound and now made available in this sirccial 
edition for the first time. Eacli one of these 
six books is the outstanding work of its 
author. Collectively they represent all that is 
best and most typical in French literature — 
written as only the French can write. 


Stories that Vibrate With 
Human Passions 

Seldom has such an amazing collection of tales 
been offered to the public — tales replete with inti- 
mate detail, unvarnished truths and daring incident. 
Here you will meet a motley assemblage from the 
highest to lowest — true Parisians and Parisiennes, 
draining [life to the final dregs, laughing, lying, 
loving, drinking, cheating, and even kUlingl Here 


Send no money now. Simply clip and mail the 
coupon. Immediately upon receipt of the coupon, 
we will send this complete set of 6 volumes at our 
risk and expense. When the set arrives — when it 
is actually in your hands — deposit only SI. 00. plus 
delivery charges, with the postman. Read the 
books for five days. Then if you decide to keep 
the set, remit only SI. 50 within 10 days and pay 
the balance in five easy monthly installments of 
only $2.00 each. Otherwise return the set promptly 
and your deposit will be refunded. You alone arc 
the judge. Act now before this special edition is 
exhausted. 


(i Volumes — 1,447 Pages — Bound in 
Rich Blue Linen-finish DeLuxc (Toth 



Pmail this coupon NOW !~J 

I FRANKLIN PUBLISHING COMPANY, 

■ 800_North Clark Street, Dept. B-I01, Chicago, III. 

I You may send me for Free Trial the 6- Volume Set of "French Classics” I 
I handsomely bound in rich linen-finish Blue Cloth. When the set [ 
I arrives, I’ll deposit Si. 00 plus delivery charges, with the postman. If I 

■ 1 am not delighted with the set. I may return it at once and my deoosit J 
I will be refunded. Otherwise I will send you SI. 50 in 10 days, and $2.00 I 
1 a month for 5 months, or a total of $12.50. 


Name 

Street and No 


| City and State. 
I R eference ... 
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pared with those persons who decide to 
give a group of bums a "sapping.” 

Ever hear of it? Jim Tully lived through 
one — and remembers it for you. 



Crooked ? Not At AH — Just Clever! 

Autobiography of 
Frank Tarbeaux 

As told to Donald Henderson Clarke, 

( Vanguard Press) 

2X6 />'/>. $2.50. 

I T’S hard to generalize, either in life or 
literature. But this reviewer’s choice 
of companions in either group would be 
direct people or direct writers. Those people 
who, having something to say — shoot it ! 

In the “Autobiography of Frank Tar- 
beaux” the reader will encounter — and 
thoroughly enjoy — two people of that type. 
One is the fabulous Tarbeaux himself — 
with a lightning “draw” and philosophical 
mind. The other is Donald Henderson 
Clarke, one of the most accurate and effec- 
tive “word-tossers” New York newspaper- 
dom ever knew. So the book is a natural. 

There is no struggling for words, no 
literary rolling of the eyes. A fellow who 
knows a grand yarn when he hears it got 
interested in the story of an astounding 
life. So he wrote it and lime! 

It’s possible that an uplift organization 
would hesitate to send out this book, even 
as educational matter. Yet it is educa- 
tional in a marked and practical degree. 
I’m for the five-foot shelf of books, as far 
as it goes, but if you’ve been out on the 
street at all lately, you may have noticed 
that there are countless things that the five- 
foot shelf fails to explain. Tarbeaux pre- 
sents a shelf which circles the world. He 
crashes into life — and he knows his way. 
Furthermore, the things which he did. 
which might offend the forces of uplift, 
required such cleverness that the reader 
is not vitally threatened. 

Frank Tarbeaux was the first white boy 
born in Colorado. He learned front and 
taught his Indian playmates plenty before 
he strutted over that small horizon into the 
heart of the West in its hey-hey day. 
Handsome, hard riding, not at all afraid 
— yet never mean — be began to learn the 
raw details of life at a time and in an 
area where the niceties were as yet un- 
heard of. He got such a clear perspec- 
tive on what it’s all about that later lie 
found nothing astonishingly new in the 
world’s farthest corners. He went far — 
and he went on, not necessarily up or dozen. 
so far as his character went. He was quick 
to learn and slow to teach — so that many 
a person he taught will discover it for the 
first time on reading these memoirs. 

As a scout he led United States Troops 
at twelve years of age: he killed his first 
man at fourteen : he was a recognized 
gambler at seventeen and got better at it 
for thirty years; he raced horses with and 


True Detective Mysteries 

( Continued from page 4) 
against the James Boys ; he co-starred with 
"Wild Bill Hickock” (who was mighty 
critical of his intimates) itt Ned Buntline’s 
"Scouts of the Prairie,” and he played polo, 
rode to hounds and raced horses in Aus- 
tralia, Africa, England and the Continent. 
And nothing ever came within range of 
the white of his eyes that he didn’t note 
and consider. 

His code — not a good one — was by no 
means the worst of codes. He kept his 
word, never betrayed a friend, never hurt 
a stranger and shot no one in cold blood 
or in the back. Aside from that, he wasn’t 
hampered much. 

Friends, enemies and sweethearts pass 
in review through seventy-five years of 
active world experience. Tarbeaux obvi- 
ously remembers frankly — he talks up! 
Clarke pulls down no blinds, nor stops for 
apology. Experiences and observations of 
Indians, horsemen, fighters, bad men, ten- 
derfeet, literary people, people of the stage 
— clocked and weighed through a gambler’s 
eyes and mind. 

Tarbeaux was the guest of a king for 
months, he boat-rowed, or punted, Marie 
Corelli at Stratford-on-Avon, was a friend 
of Oscar Wilde and an intimate of mil- 
lionaires, paupers, beauties, grafters, lords 
and ladies of the highest rank. 

He encountered writers and. naturally, 
any writer worthy of the name would 
recognize in this sharp-eyed world ob- 
server and astounding . adventurer the 
basis of narrative. Sir Gilbert Parker 
wrote “Tarbeaux: The Story of a Life,” 
and Frank Harris wrote "Gambler’s Luck,” 
mainly about Tarbeaux. But this story 
of the earth through gyp-glasses has come 
up for the third time, more complete by 
far than ever before and as perfectly told 
as any story need be. The previous books, 
among other things, indicated that Tar- 
beaux cheated at cards. 

“Never,” he explains, "never once. I 
was born with card sense. I learned how 
to play them — not play at them. Never 
was it necessary for me to cheat.” 

And when you’ve read what Tarbeaux 
admits, you’ll be inclined to have faith in 
what he denies. For example, there is the 
"cutlass case.” You get the idea that he 
was a bit severe when circumstances made 
it necessary to “break the glass and tear 
them up a bit.” The two men torn by 
the whiskey bottle did not recover. Tar- 
beaux, always avoiding useless killing of 
animals, frequently found it necessary — 
even highly desirable, to kill men. Yet at 
seventy-seven he sleeps like a child. Con- 
science clear, he insists. 

Many a time was Tarbeaux in and out 
of jails and his observations are of espe- 
cial interest in view of the recent and un- 
precedented series of desperate prison 
breaks in this country. 

He says: “The prisons of the United 
States have become Old Folks’ Homes. 
They are the damndest places, with motion 
pictures and baseball games ; all the dope 
you can buy and newspapers and old 
women weeping over you. In England 
when you go to prison you go to a great 
sanitarium ; you get punishment and health. 

"The moment you are in an English 
pen it doesn’t make any difference what 
money you’ve got — you are just a prisoner. 
You get not a crumb of tobacco, you see 
no newspapers, your reading is carefully 
selected books in the prison library and 


you go to “farming.” That’s digging post 
holes and filling them up again. It’s work, 
punishment — and it’s good for you. When 
I came out I could span my waist with my 
hands, my eyes were as clear as crystals 
and I could see a fly across the street and 
hear him stamp around. That’s a prison !” 

You'll be glad that Clarke wrote this 
book. Old man Tarbeaux, still a fine 
looking physical specimen, is seventy-seven 
years old. If he were telling you the story, 
sooner or later he’d want to go to bed. 
But you won’t ! 



A Cross Section of the Undcneorld ! 


The Pig Is Fat 

By Lawrence Maynard. 
Farrar and Rinehart, Inc. 
278 />/>. $2.00. 

S URELY the advantages of confinement 
in prison are few. It is nevertheless 
true that such incarceration provides an 
opportunity for concentration which proves 
a boon to minds which in ordinary cir- 
cumstances might never attain constructve 
thought. 

Lawrence Maynard, confined to prison 
for a term of years, and still serving his 
sentence, has written “The Pig Is Fat,” a 
very interesting and informative cross sec- 
tion of the minor underworld. Details and 
situations which are quite beyond the ken 
of the genius of imagination are here set 
down in a quietly desperate sequence which 
makes excellent reading indeed. 

The book is an automatic warning to 
those who lean to personal interest in the 
supposedly glamorous career of a modern 
criminal. There is not one dour word of 
propaganda in the book, but the serious set- 
ting down of a hapless narrative, with ob- 
vious basis in fact, provides a lesson and 
a wall-shadow of warning. 

The central character of the book is a 
criminal of no great stature. He is swept 
along in the maw of twisted opportunity 
built primarily on that great gesture of 
virtue — Prohibition — and his tale is a mag- 
nificent indictment of the forces which have 
made America the crime center of the 
world — and of world history. 

Young Maynard can write, too. There 
is nothing amateurish in his chronicle of a 
night which this nation will have reason to 
recall with a sardonic smile — June 30th, 
1919. That is the night, you know, when 
liquor and its train of miseries vanished 
from America — by law. The principal 
character of the book, Benny Wagner, like 
many another citizen — took his first drink 
on that night, assuming, again like many 
another citizen that there would be few 
more bowls of the flaming fluid on the 
continent. The narrative of that night, 
with the foolish and really harmless Benny 
wandering around with his childhood 
sweetheart, leaning toward proving him- 
( Continued on page 8) 
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Auto Owners Now Save 
Millions of Gallons of Gas 

A ttew invention called the Whirlwind is actually saving millions of gallons of 
gasoline for automobile owners. Those who ‘have installed this amazing device 
on their cars report almost unbelievable gasoline savings. They also report more 
speed and power, quicker starting and disappearance of carbon. 

The marvelous thing, about this Whirl- 
wind is that it works as well on all makes 
of cars. Reports are received from owners 
of practically every known make of 
automobile from Fords to Lincolns and 
they are all equally enthusiastic in their 
praise. 

FITS ALL CARS 

In just a few minutes the Whirlwind can be 
installed on any make of car, truck or tractor. 
It’s actually less work than changing your oil 
or putting water in the battery. No drilling, 
tapping or changes of any kind necessary. It 
is guaranteed to work perfectly on any make 
of car, truck or tractor, large or small, new 
model or old model. The more you drive 
the more you will save. 

SALESMEN AND DISTRIBUTORS WANTED 

TO MAKE UP TO $100 A WEEK 

Whirlwind men are making big profits 
supplying this fast selling device that car 
owners cannot afford to be without. 


GUARANTEE 

No matter what kind of a car you have — no matter 
how big a gas eater it is — the Whirlwind will save you 
money. We absolutely guarantee that the Whirlwind 
will more than save its cost in gasoline alone within 30 
days, or the trial will cost you nothing. We invite 
you to test it at our risk and expense. You are to be 
the sole judge. 

WHIRLWIND MFG. CO. 

DEPT. 999-Z66-A THIRD ST. 

MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 


Good territory still open. Free sample 
offer and full particulars sent on request. 
Just check the coupon. 

pmm ....................................... 

j Free Trial Coupon 

a Whirlwind Mtg. Co., 

999-266-A Third St., Milwaukee, WIs. 

Gentlemen: You may send me full particulars of your 
a Whirlwind Carbureting device and free trial offer. This 
does not obligate me in any way whatever. 

■ NAME 

■ ADDRESS 

■ CITY 

COUNTY STATE 

W □ Check here if you are interested in full or part time salesman position. 


— 
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Business Opportunities 

Professional Services 

The rate for classified in TRUE DETEC- 
Tl VE M YSTERIES is S2.00 a line. Cash 
with order. Closing date for each issue 
is the 1st of 2nd preceding month, viz.. 
May 1st for July issue. Address orders or 
inquiries to Classified Manager. TRUE 
DETECTIVE MYSTERIES. 420 Lexing- 
ton Avenue. New York, N. Y. 


Agents Wanted 


Big Money And Fast Sales. Every Owner Buys 

Gold Initials for his auto. You charge $1.50: make 
$1.45. Ten orders daily easy. Write for particu- 
lars and free sample. American Monogram Co.. 
Dept. 10. East Orange. N. J. 


Free Book. Start Little Mail Order Business 

Iladwil. 32A — 74 (Jortlandt Street. N. Y. 


Sell Men's Neckwear, Wonderful, Profitable 

proposition. Astor, T37 East 28th. New York. 
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self an important person, yet recognizing 
in her a very sweet and protective person, 
is a pretty fine bit of writing. 

Little tricks which have escaped in- 
finitely better known writers seem to be 
natural to this troubled lad. 

For example, his characterizations — and 
they are good — are always vital to the 
movement of the story. There is no evi- 
dence of halting to explain. The situation 
or characterization zooms along as part of 
the forward movement of his narrative. 
People of desperation are usually interest- 
ing and so, since there is nothing trivial 
in the successive plights of the people who 
strut, cringe or fight through these pages, 
the reader finds himself lighting a new 
cigarette every now and then and settling 
back. It’s a healthy sign. 

The story opens with the before noted 
wandering of Benny and his little girl 
friend on that night that made even in- 
telligent persons neither prophets or good 
examples. Their stilted, childlike view of 
the occasion and of life in general wins 
immediate sympathy and interest. Benny 
is a person of no importance whatever even 
in his home, where his honest, but stupid 
father, a saloon keeper, is dominated by 
Benny's step-mother and step-sister. 

In the truest sense, this lad never had 
a chance, but when his father’s entire stock 
is taken from him by a swindle, Benny 
lakes a chance. He finds himself a ma- 
terial witness, and is jailed, for a terrible 
murder in which he has assisted. He's in 
jail long after the actual slayer is free 
and not being able to understand anything 
about a topsy-turvy world, he is ready to 
listen to advice. In the criminal world 
there are those who peddle advice as as- 
siduously as dope. He learns plenty — and 
it’s all bad 1 Then the dope gets him — 
and away he goes on his criminal career. 

The reader can recognize how readily 
the thoughtless victim walks into the most 
menacing situations. It is a simple proc- 
ess once the start is made. Benny’s ac- 
tivities are almost entirely involved in the 
operation of the drug ring and a very 
clear exposition of its methods is set 
forth. Benny becomes the muddle-headed 
and exploited tool of the swine who con- 
trol the traffic in tragedy. 

The boy's sweetheart could not keep 
him from his fate and she is powerless 
to save him from it once the course of his 
criminality is set. Again they are stum- 
bling, helpless, well-intentioned. It’s a 
poignant, tense and clicking story. Hard 
— tough — sad. IV el! done! 

Exercise for Amateur Detect west 

Ten Real Murder Mysteries 

By Sidney Sutherland. 

G. P. Putnam's Sons. 

347 pp. $2.50. 

L ONG before Sidney Sutherland at- 
1 tained his position in the magazine 
field he was known as one of the out- 
standing investigators of the Chicago Tri- 
bune. With a flair for the writing — or even 
for the solving of crime, Sutherland regu- 
larly arrived early and stayed late at the 
scene of it, and usually bobbed up with 
some information interesting to the reader 
and important to the police. 


Therefore it was natural that the owners 
of Liberty, the magazine, who are also 
owners of the Tribune, should turn to the 
inquisitive and colorful writer, Sutherland, 
for a series of factual crime stories for 
their publication. This is the series which 
now appears in book form as Ten Heal 
Murder Mysteries. 

Sutherland, who found out much in bis 
post-legal investigations of the crimes in- 
cluded in this series, makes no effort to 
better the record of the police, who solved 
none of them. But he deftly gives the 
reader a slant here and there to indicate 
his own point of view without baldly ex- 
pressing it, and the results are interesting. 
He manages to put the reader to work to 
some extent — and it’s interesting work. 

The killing of William Taylor, movie 
director, the “Dot” King murder, the 
Frank case in Georgia and other cases 
from the Molineaux case of 1898 to the 
Hall-Mills case of 1922 are included in 
this wide range of investigation and re- 
search and the book is absorbing in its 
very nature to the ever extending reader 
group who are vitally interested in crime 
and criminals. 



Sutherland has a style particularly adapt- 
able to such narratives. Once started, his 
course ij direct and skilled. There is no 
time out for fancy writing or a demon- 
stration of the author’s experience or back- 
ground. The facts take you along almost 
without benefit of author. 

Recently this reviewer read a crime 
story which clearly pointed the excellence 
of the Sutherland technique — it was so 
unlike Sutherland. 

The story had to do with a woman — 
a murderess — creeping slowly up the stairs 
to her victim. The reader was naturally 
following that creature so closely that he 
could almost hear her slipper heels flap- 
ping. But once on the stairs the author 
went off into a literary brainstorm of 
this order: 

“Like all women, she was intent and 
feline. Throughout world history it 
has been noted — take the case of 
Burke, the man who killed for gain 
—on the other hand — etc.” 

Meanwhile the reader was left on the 
stairs with the murderess interested only 
in the single murder at hand and yearning 
to call out to the windy author to pipe 
down and attend to his knitting . . . one 
murder at a time. 

Sutherland is the exact opposite of 
that sort of thing — which is a genuine 
compliment from 'this reviewer and will 
be a great source of relief to the reader. 
Ten Real Murder- Mysteries is a beautiful- 
ly balanced job. 
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How Strong Are You? 

Can You Do These Things? 


Lift 200 lbs. or more overhead with one arm; bend and 
break a horseshoe; tear two decks of playing cards; 
bend spikes; chin yourself with one hand. 

Can you do any of them? I can and many of my pupils can. It is re- 
markable the things a man really can do if he will make up his mind to be 
strong. It is natural for the human body to be strong. It is unnatural 
to be weak. I have taken men who were ridiculed because of their frail 
make-up and developed them into the strongest man of their locality. 


I Want You For 90 Days 

These are the days that call for speed. It once took four weeks to cross 
the ocean — now it takes less than one. In olden days it took years to 
develop a strong, healthy body. I can completely transform you. Yes, 
make a complete change in your entire physical niake-up. I guarantee to 
increase your biceps one full inch. I also guarantee to increase your chest 
two inches. But I don’t quit there. I don’t stop till you’re a finished 
athlete — a real strong man. I will broaden your shoulders, deepen your 
chest, strengthen your neck. I will give you the arms and legs of a Hercules. 
I will put an armor plate of muscle over your entire body. But with it 
comes the strong, powerful lungs which enrich the blood, putting new life 
into your entire being. You will be bubbling over with strength, pep and 
vitality. 

A Doctor Who Takes His Own Medicine 

Many say that any form of exercise is good, but this is not true. I have 
seen men working in the factories and mills who literally killed themselves 
with exercise. They ruined their hearts or other vital organs, ruptured 
themselves or killed oil what little vitality they possessed. 

I was a frail weakling myself in search of health and strength. I spent 
years in study and research, analyzing my own defects to find what I 
needed. After many tests and experiments, I discovered a secret of pro- 
gressive exercising. I increased my own arms over six and a half inches, 
my neck three inches and other parts of my body in proportion. I decided 
to become a public benefactor and impart this knowledge to others. Physi- 
cians and the highest authorities on physical culture have tested my sys- 
tem and pronounced it to be the surest means of acquiring perfect manhood. 
Do you crave a strong, well-proportioned body and the abundance of health 
that goes with it? Are you true to yourself? If so, spend a pleasant half- 
hour in learning how to attain it. The knowledge is yours for the asking. 



EARLE L.IE1DE1RM AN, the Muscle Builder 

Author of “ Muscle Building" , ,, Science of Wreatling and Jiu 
Jitau", "Secret* of S trength" , Hcre'a Health" , 
“Endurunce" , Etc. 



It contains fort y-cight full-page photographs of myself and some of the 
many prize-winning pupils I have trained. Some of these came to me as 
pitiful weaklings, imploring me to help them. Look them over now and you 
will marvel at their present physiques. This book will prove an impetus and 
a real inspiration to you. It will thrill you through and through. This will 
not obligate you at all, but, for the sake of your future health and happiness, 
do not put it off. Send today — right now before you turn this page. 

EARLE LIEDERMAN 

Dept. 2806, 305 Broadway, New York City 


1 

EARLE LIEDERMAN, 

Dept. 2806, 305 Broadway, New York City. 

Dear Sir: Without any obligation on my part | 
whatever please send me a copy of your latest | 
book, “Muscular Development.” 


Name Age. . . 


Street 


City Stale 

(Please write or print plainly) 


IT 

IS 

FREE 


YOUR 

NAME AND 
ADDRESS 
ON A 
POSTAL 
WILL DO 


DONT 
SEND ONE 
PENNY 




I Saw Doctor Snook Die! 

By Karl B. Pauly 

of the Ohio State JOURNAL 


Afe >TE : No crime in recent years has 
1 » caused more discussion pro and con 
than the brutal murder, by Doctor James 
Howard Snook, of Miss Tlieora Hix, at- 
tractive 24-year-old co-ed and medical stu- 
dent at Ohio State University, Columbus, 
where Doctor Snook was professor of vet- 
erinary medicine. The crime was committed 
at the New' York Central Rifle Range, near 
Columbus, Ohio, on the netting of Thurs- 
day, June 13, 1929. 

Tlieora Hix was a bashful, athletic girl 
with a brilliant goal in life. Due to the 
personalities of the principals in this case, 
and the circumstances surrounding its per- 
petration, nation-wide interest was evinced 
for weeks, it being the headline feature in 
the press throughout the entire country. 

Doctor Snook was indicted on June 22nd, 
and on July 24th his trial began. On Au- 
gust 14tli, two months and one day after 
the crime was committed, he teas found 
guilty of murder in the first degree and 
sentenced to death in the electric chair. 

The character of this man, his deed, his 
actions when under suspicion, after his in- 
dictment, and throughout his trial have 
been dealt with in previous issues of this 
magazine, by Fred Allhoff, veteran news- 
paperman, who covered this case for the 
Ohio State Journal, and Detective Otto II'. 
Phillips of the Columbus Homicide Squad. 
Many readers have written in since that 
time asking for further information and for 
the story of Doctor Snook’s final hours. 
This has been written for True Detective 
Mysteries by an eye-witness of the execu- 
tion and herewith follows: 

D EATH HOUSE at Ohio State Peni- 
tentiary on the night of February 28th, 
1930, was the scene of one of the most un- 
usual meals which criminal history records. 

Grouped around a plain w'ooden table 
in a room scarcely big enough to hold 
them, bright lights glaring down from a 
low ceiling on faces which masked their 
innermost feelings, sat four men and two 
women eating a plentiful meal spread be- 
fore them. At a respectful distance stood 
two shadowy figures. 

One of the six about the table was a 
man just turned fifty, bald-headed, wearing 
horn-rimmed spectacles, somewhat profes- 
sorial in appearance. As he ate, the shad- 
owy figures could not help noticing his 
long, thin fingers — steady, deft. Somehow 
all the events around the table seemed to 
revolve about him in a manner made not 
too obvious by the others. 

Slowly and with apparent relish, he ate 
a piece of fried chicken, two lamb chops, 
mashed potatoes, ice cream, cake and two 
cups of coffee. By his plate was a cigar 
and a package of cigarettes. These he did 
not touch. The others ate, too, as they 
talked. The whole scene was as if it were 
utterly detached from the world. 

But just an arm’s length away, on the 
ether side of a thin partition, stood the 
electric chair of the State of Ohio — and 



Doctor Snook. This photograph was 
taken in the Ohio State Penitentiary 
on August 20th, 1929, four days after 
he was sentenced to death 

the professorial gentleman toward whom 
all looked as the meal was finished was 
Doctor James Howard Snook, murderer 
of Theora Hix, his 24-year-old paramour. 
In an hour the State would take his life 
in payment for his crime. 

At his last meal, the former Ohio State 
University professor of veterinary medi- 
cine, had had as his guests, his wife, Mrs. 
Helen Marple Snook who had fought val- 
iantly for him even beyond the last hope; 
the pastor of his church, the Reverend Mr. 
Isaac E. Miller of King Avenue M. E. 
church, Columbus; Oscar Roedell, Pom- 
eroy, who in his undergraduate days at 


Ohio State had roomed with Doctor 
Snook; Mrs. Landrum; and Reverend Mr. 
K. E. Wall, the prison chaplain. 

Earlier in the day the word had gone 
around with an apparently authoritative im- 
petus that Mrs. Snook had asked Warden 
P. E. Thomas of the penitentiary if Doc- 
tor Snook might wear his tuxedo at his 
last meal. Later the Warden’s office an- 
nounced such a request had not been made. 

The shadowy figures in the background 
of the strange dinner scene which pre- 
luded death were two guards of the peni- 
tentiary who stayed so unobtrusively in the 
background that they could hear nothing 
of what was said at the table. 

According to the Reverend Mr. Miller, 
the repast had all the air of a “normal 
meal.” “We all ate heartily; there was no 
restraint,” he said. "Doctor Snook ate 
heartily. The Warden kindly sent him 
cigars and cigarettes but Doctor Snook, 
who never used them, declined them. 
There was no untoward event. It was all 
much as if we were on a picnic.” 

A T the end of the meal, the Reverend 
Mr. Wall, Mrs. Landrum and Roedell 
bade Doctor Snook good-bye and left Doc- 
tor and Mrs. Snook alone with the Rev- 
erend Mr. Miller. In a few minutes one 
of the shadowy guards came to the War- 
den’s residence and asked for a pitcher of 
un fermented grape juice. "They are going 
to have communion,” he said. 

The Warden’s wife provided the grape 
juice from her generous larder and the 
guard returned to the Death House carry- 
ing a silver pitcher on a silver tray. 

“We knelt — Doctor Snook and Mrs. 
Snook and I — and took Holy Communion 
together in the manner which our church 
prescribes,” said the Minister later in de- 
scribing the scene. “Then Mrs. Snook 
arose, kissed her husband farewell and 
went out. She was not the least bit hys- 
terical at any time — even at their fare- 
well. After she was gone, Doctor Snook 
calmly handed me his spectacles and asked 
me to give his sweater to L. W. Irwin, 
another prisoner. His cap he left in the 
death cell. 

“His last words? I shall never reveal 
them. They will never be known. In his 
last moments, however, he spoke to me re- 
peatedly of his love and affection for his 
wife. ‘It’s too bad it took a bump like 
this to make me realize how wonderful 
she was,’ lie said. He told me, too, over 
and over again as the end neared, that he 
had faith in God and absolute confidence in 
future life.” 

W HILE this scene was being enacted. 

another prelude to that scene which 
was to be the last in the life of Doctor 
Snook was being enacted in the Warden's 
office where the witnesses to the execution 
were gathering. The hour for the execu- 
tion had never been announced definitely, 
( Continued on page 12) 
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This Little Gland Robbed 
Me of Sleep and Health 



Until 


I Discovered a New Hygiene 


TT had been coming on for 
years — this devilish thing 
called “Prostate Trouble!” I 
gave it little thought at first, 
because I figured that all men 


forMenPast 40 


xperience a certain change about my time 


tn life. That was my big mistake. I 
thought it was just the breakdown of on- 
coming age and that I would have to put 
up with it. I did for a while, but a year 
later, my condition went from bad to worse 
at an alarming rate. 

These Common Symptons 

My sleep was broken a dozen times every 
night. In fact, one hour’s fitful sleep was 
a luxury. Pains had developed in my back 
and legs, and I was chronically constipated. 
I was run down in body and almost broken 
in mind — practically an invalid at 58. I 
talked to scores of men. In fact I talked to 
practically every man I met or could get 
to listen. As I look back now I think I was 
practically insane on the subject. 

Faces Surgery 

It has been my experience that a ma- 
jority of men past 60 — and a surprising 
number even at 40 — had one of these dis- 
tressing symptoms, but few men had it as 
bad as I did. I had seen my doctor, of 
course. But he could offer me but little 
relief. I spent hundreds of dollars in an 
effort to avoid an operation, for I had 
learned that gland surgery was usually 
dangerous. This insidious little gland that 
robbed me of sleep and health now threat- 
ened my very life. 


The Turning Point 

Then I read one of your advertisements. 
I admit I mailed the coupon without the 
slightest hope. There probably never was 
a more skeptical mind than mine. But 
this simple little act turned out to be the 
biggest thing in my life. 

I can never thank you enough. I am 
now sixty. I can go to bed at ten o’clock 
and sleep straight through. My doctor 
has pronounced me in normal health. 
My entire body is toned up, and I feel 
almost like a youngster. I have had no 
return of the trouble, and now use your 
pleasant treatment just fifteen minutes 
a day, over one or two months, just to 
make sure that I keep my perfect health. 

Millions Make This Mistake 

When I was at my lowest ebb, I en- 
countered so many prostate sufferers 
that I know there must be millions of 
men doctoring for sciatica, pains in the 
back and legs, bladder and kidney weak- 
ness, chronic constipation, loss of physical 
and mental capacity and a host of sup- 
posed old age symptoms, who should prob- 
ably be treating the prostate gland! In 
fact, I learned not long ago that certain 
medical authorities claim that 65% of men 
at or past middle age suffer from disorders of 
this vital gland. 

My advice to these men is, not to make 


the mistake that I made. 
Send the coupon for that 
little book, “The Destroyer 
Of Male Health.” Find out 
the facts about this little 
gland, which the book contains. It explains 
a prominent scientist’s discovery of a new 
home hygiene — explains how, without drugs 
or surgery, without massage, diet, or ex- 
ercise, this method acts to reduce the con- 
gestion and combat the dangerous 
symptoms. 

Scientist’s Book Sent Free 

See if these facts apply to you. Learn 
the true meaning of these common com- 
plaints and see why these ailments in men 
past 40 are so often directly traceable to a 
swollen prostate. The book, “The Destroy- 
er of Male Health” is sent without cost and 
without obligation. 

Simply mail the coupon to W. J. Kirk, 
President, 4730 Morris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio 


If you lire West of the Rockies. address The Electro 
Thermal Co., 303 Van Nuys building. Kept. 47-G. 
Los Angelos, Calif. In Canada, address Tile Electro 
Thermal Co.. Desk 47-C.. 53 Yongo St., 
Toronto. Canada. 



| 4730 Morris Ave.. Steubenville. Ohio 

| Please mail me at once your Free booklet. I 
■ “The Destroyer Of Male Health.’’ and full i 
I details about the new home treatment. 1 am 1 
| not obligated in any way. 


Name j 

Address | 

City State j 
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Room in the Death House at Ohio State Penitentiary in which Doctor Snook ate 
his last meal just before walking out to his death. The electric chair is but a few 
paces from this room, beyond the wall at the right 


hut we had been told to be at the War- 
den’s office at 6:30 P. M. Just as we ar- 
rived, a few minutes before the appointed 
time, a motor hearse drove into the peni- 
tentiary enclosure before the eyes of a 
curious, restless crowd which was col- 
lecting outside. 

At 6:45 P. M. Mrs. Snook, heavily 
veiled, came into the Warden’s residence 
where Mrs. Thomas took her to an up- 
stairs room. As she passed between two 
lines of us in the corridor to the residence, 
I noticed that 
she was weakening 
under the long strain 
of the day. She had 
been at the peniten- 
tiary early that 
morning. In fact, it 
had been she, who, 
calling softly, had 
wakened her 
husband from his 
last mortal sleep to 
spend his last day 
on earth. She had 
been with him almost 
all morning and late 
in the afternoon had 
walked with him 
from Death Row in 
one of the prison’s 
cell blocks to the 
little brick Death 
House. 

About the time 
that she retired to 
an upstairs room 
with Mrs. Thomas, 
the Warden, who 
had been sick in bed 
several days, came 
down the stairs, ap- 
parently planning to 
essay the role of 
executioner for the 
one hundred and 
fourth time in the 
seventeen years lie has been Warden. He 
asked for his derby and a cane such as lie 
always carries to executions, but at 6:50 
lie sank into a chair in his office and 


designated J. C. Woodard, deputy war- 
den, to act as executioner. At 6:59 Wood- 
ard gave us the signal and we fell in be- 
hind and started our gruesome trip across 
the dark enclosure of the penitentiary. 

We moved swiftly — almost noiselessly 
— over the path to the Death House 
which leads through grim defiles of high 
prison walls. Windows in the cell blocks 
were crowded with curious, sullen faces — 
but there was not a sound. At the end of 
the path loomed the Death House. Within a 
a few seconds, the 
witnesses — some 
two-score of us — all 
had passed within 
its confines. 

There, at once, one 
saw the electric 
chair. A guard stood 
on each side of it 
and the deputy war- 
den took up a posi- 
tion a little to one 
side. As soon as we 
had crowded nerv- 
ously into the low- 
ceilinged chamber of 
death so ghastly in 
its brilliant light and 
yellow alabastine 
walls, one of the 
guards strode to a 
door at the left of 
the chair, opened it 
and gave a signal. 

Then he returned 
to his station, the 
witnesses meantime 
standing on tip toe 
and craning their 
necks, the better to 
see every detail of 
the dread instrument 
of death — held back 
from its awful em- 
brace by a low rail- 
ing. Quick, furtive 
whispers ran through the crowd. Doctor 
George W. Kcil, penitentiary physician, 
and three other physicians compared their 
watches. “Seven three,” said Doctor Kcil. 


“Seven three,” replied each of the other 
physicians. 

Again the guard went to the door at 
the left of the chair and signalled. 
Then through the door came the murderer 
of Theora Hix — he who had one time been 
world champion pistol shot and renowned 
veterinary surgeon and professor. 

He was a sorry sight. Though outward- 
ly calm and steely of nerve, his eyes — 
minus the famous horn-rimmed spectacles 
which had been part of the undoing of his 
intended perfect crime — were red as if 
from weeping. His face showed many a 
line more than when he had stood trial six 
months before in Franklin County Com- 
mon Pleas Court. 

His first step into the death chamber 
brought him face to face with the crowd 
gathered to view him in his direst extrem- 
ity. Quickly he looked to his left at the 
grim, black chair, passed his hand once 
over his eyes, twitched his belt, then swung 
swiftly toward the instrument. Three 
steps brought him to the platform. One 
step up and two more forward and he was 
at the chair. Unflinchingly, he turned, 
seated himself with a slight tug at his 
trousers’ legs and looked over the crowd 
much as if he were in a class room. 

He wore black, uncreased trousers, gray 
felt bedroom slippers, a bluing-stained 
shirt buttoned at the neck; but without a 
necktie, and a shabby black sack coat. 

Quickly the straps, clamps and electrodes 
were adjusted, the two guards and the 
Deputy Warden working deftly, expertly, 
surely. The headclamp, carrying an elec- 
trode, was slid down its groove to fit the 
top of his naturally bald head. A strap 
attached to the electrode was passed under 
his chin. Doctor Snook pursed his lips 
and puffed his cheeks as the strap was 
slipped into place. 

The guard on his right side rolled up 
the slit right trousers’ leg and adjusted 
an electrode just below the knee. The 
movement revealed dark, heavy-knit, gray 
socks and the hare calf of his leg. His 
feet were slid into two clamps. Other 
clamps grasped him around each knee, 
two circled each wrist and two more 
clutched his elhows. A strap was passed 
around his chest. 

W HFN he had been in the chair about 
one minute, the black leather mask 
was slid over his face. Not an audible 
word had been spoken. Then boomed the 
voice of the Reverend Mr. Miller: "May 
the Lord be with you!" 

Ever so faintly, Doctor Snook’s lips 
were seen to move just as the mask 
dropped forever to shut the world front 
his view. 

Deputy Warden Woodard then signalled 
through a partly opened door at the right 
of the chair. Beyond that door stood 
three guards, each ready to pull a lever. 
One of the three levers was wired to 
throw the switch — which one, the guards 
did not know. 

A red light on the wall just above the 
chair flashed on, signifying that all was 
ready. Death was humming in the voice 
of tiie dynamo. It was 7 :04j4 P. M. 

Doctor Snook sat there without a trem- 
or, his long, lean surgeon hands stretched 
out on the arms of the chair without a 
quiver — steely as when he fired the cham- 
pionship pistol shots on the American 
( Continued oh page 14) 





A close-up of the electric chair at Ohio 
State Penitentiary, in which Doctor 
Snook, and many others died, showing 
the leg and wrist clamps, and the black 
leather head-hood 
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Learn to be an airplane designer. I will train you RIGHT IN YOUR 
OWN HOME. Here’s your opportunity to get into the big money earn- 
ing branch of Aviation — Designing airplanes. Copy the airplane picture 
shown here and mail to me with coupon below. If I think you show talent 
for this work and really want to train for a big pay position in aviation, 
I will mail you direct from my drafting room an airplane blueprint in 
three views with all main parts named and explained. 

CET INTO AVIATION 

through the Front Door'-the DraFting Room 

LEARN AERO-DRAFTING 


If you want to fit yourself for a start toward making big 
money in AVIATION — get into the creative end of this 
rapidly growing industry. There are good airplane de- 
signers today who get $12,000 a year — think of it — $1,000 
n month. Let me train you in Aero-Drafting — and put 
you in line for a position like this. Remember, you don’t 
need flying or mechanical experience to become an Aero- 
Draftsman. 

YOU GET THESE 
TOOLS 

I send them with my training 
No extra charge! 


I Train You AT HOME!- 

No need to quit your present job or leave home to 
get in line for a Draftsman’s position at BIG PAY. 

1 give you practical training by my working method 
right in your home! 



I Train You 
at Home- 
Engineer Doha 


If You 
Earn Less 
Than $yo 
a Week 

MAIL 

COUPON 


Age or lack of education, no drawback. If 
you can read and write, clip coupon TODAY 
and learn what I can do for you 1 



ENGINEER DOBE, D»v.A-14» 

1951 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, Illinois 

I want to get into Aviation through the Drafting Room. Here'# my copy 
of Airplane sketch. Send me the blue print and your free books “Suc- 
cessful Draftsmanship" and “My Pay-Raising Plan." all Free to me. 


Coupon 

NOW! 
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( tlympic team of nineteen hundred and 
twenty. 

Louder came the hum of the dynamo. 
The red light flashed off, then on to the 
accompaniment of a dull report. The 
body in the chair shot forward and down- 
ward, straining against the straps and 
iron clamps and 1950 volts struck down 
the murderer of Theora Hix in behalf of 
the people of the State of Ohio. The long 
hands leaped into a tight clinch. 

Ten seconds later the current was re- 
duced to .350 volts. There was the sick- 
ening sound of burning flesh and the hor- 
rible sight of sizzling white foam around 
the head electrode. For forty seconds the 
current was kept at 350 volts. Then it 
was returned to the original voltage for 
ten seconds. 

At 7 :06 the current was turned off. 


D OCTOR KEIL Stepped forward as the 
guards unloosed the chest strap. He 
inserted a stethoscope beneath the hlue- 
white shirt. The other physicians fol- 
lowed him and at 7 :09 they agreed Doctor 
Snook was dead. 

As his body was lifted from the chair 
and placed in a long, wicker basket, the 
witnesses hurried from the death chamber 
back across the dark, chilly prison corri- 
dor which Doctor Snook had trod that 
afternoon in the warm sunlight, arm-in- 
arm with his wife, on his last visit to the 
out-of-doors. 

Upstairs in the Warden’s residence, Mrs. 
Snook, who had stood so valiantly by her 
husband to the last, buoying him up for 
his last ordeal, had sat tearlessly for a 
while, then had swooned. 

A few blocks away in an office in down- 
town Columbus sat a broken old man with 
his attorney. Presently the phone rang, the 
attorney, Boyd B. Haddox, answered, then 
turned to the old man and said: “Mr. Hix, 
Snook is dead.” 

The old man — Doctor Melvin T. Hix, 
Bradenton, Florida, father of the girl 
Doctor Snook had slain — sat very still a 
moment, then said : “We must wire 
Mother.” 

So a telegram went to Mrs. Hix in 
Florida that the slayer of her only daugh- 
ter had paid the extreme penalty for his 
crime to the State of Ohio. A day or two 
later Doctor Hix sohbingly boarded a train 


Mrs. Snook is here shown leaving the penitentiary, following one of her last visits 
to her husband. Below is the Death House at Ohio State Penitentiary (the low 
building) in which is the death chamber and electric chair, a guard room, a room 
where the men condemned to death spend their last hours, a dynamo room and a 
small switch room from which the current to the electric chair is turned on 


to rejoin his wife and save what he could 
of two lives so lately filled with despair. 

Outside the penitentiary as we emerged, 
milled hundreds of curious people — men, 
women with babes, children — surging this 
way, then that, torn between the desire to 
see the widow as she would leave the 
Warden’s residence and to see the hearse 
which any moment would come through 
the gates at a far end of the enclosure. 
Thousands of automobiles coursed the 
narrow streets, proceeding slowly as big- 
eyed faces looked toward the forbidding 
gray walls. 

For an hour the throng lingered, then 
dispersed, enabling Mrs. Snook to steal 


away in the darkness. At the undertaker's 
establishment another crowd gathered but 
throughout the night the mortician denied 
he had Doctor Snook's body. Half per- 
suaded, the crowd finally dispersed there, 
also. 

About 4 o’clock the following morning, 
an Ohio State University student returning 
home from a date, happened to glance down 
West Tenth Avenue where the Snook resi- 
dence stands facing the medical college 
which Theora Hix had attended. There, in 
front of the house, he saw a hearse and 
several automobiles. 

E VEN at that hour, the word spread 
quickly and while a funeral service was 
read over the slayer’s body in the home 
which he had partially deserted for a “love 
nest” and a paramour half his age, a 
crowd of fifteen men stood outside waiting 
to trail the body to its last resting place. 

Shortly before dawn the funeral cortege 
started away, and passing near the heart 
of downtown Columbus, sped to Grecnlawn 
Cemetery on the opposite side of the city. 
There, just as the first light of dawn 
flushed the East, the burial service was 
read. 

Soon all about the grave was silent . . . 
deserted. It was the end of the long trail 
for Doctor Snook. 


The Clue of the Rubber Heel 

is a story which will appear next month 
in this magazine, written by a Ken- 
tucky country lawyer — a story you will 
want to read. 




True Detective Mysteries 


15 




Actual size of Magic Dot. 
The new system weighs only 
•1 ounces, yet holds rupture 
more securely than pounds of 
steel springs and hard gouging 
cushions. 


I F you had never seen an 
electric lamp and some- 
one tried to describe it to 
you by comparing it with an oil 
Jantern. it would not be understood. 
It seems about as useless to try to 
compare New Science System with the old fashioned 
truss. But now rupture victims can abandon tor- 
turous trusses. For science has at last developed a 
tiny rupture device, weighing less than 1-25 of an 
ounce, which has helped to free thousands of rupture 
sufferers and won the admiration of many doctors 
and Scientists. 

What Is Magic Dot System? 

Its results are often so remarkable — so quick — 
you may wonder how such a simple invention could 
accomplish such benefits. It is a remarkable 
thing. It is a radical departure that makes utterly 
unnecessary the suffering often caused by knobs 
that gouge, steel springs that arc harsh, leg straps 
and leather pads that are unsanitary and cum- 
bersome. 

It “Breathes” Air 

Magic Dot anchors a flesh-soft padlet composed 
of a newly perfected substance named Airtex. 
This is honey-combed with microscopic air cells 
that tend to “breathe" air with each movement of 
your body. It expands and contracts as easily as 
your own flesh. When you walk, run. bend or 
exercise, it tends to squeeze itself — not the part of 
the body it rests against. This Airtex- Magic- Dot 
combination is so light — so comfortable — the 
w’earer as a rule hardly knows he has it on. Thou- 
sands of air cells keep it "air cooled" always — 


light as a Feather 


Rupture ! 


Now An Ohio Scientist is Helping Nature Rescue Thousands of Rupture 
Victims from Needless Rupture Pain and Discomfort. He Has Perfected a 
Tiny, Feather-Weight Magic Dot That Frequently Brings About Joyous 
Relief and New Comfort From The Very First Day. Countless Former 
Truss Victims Everlastingly Thank This Interesting Discovery For Their 
New Happiness and Freedom. Just Mail The Coupon For Free Material 
Sample If You, Too, Want New Freedom. 


so that it docs not produce that "hot spot" feeling 
that often makes life miserable with upholstered or 
rubber covered pads. Sanitation is now more sure 
— because the padlet can be washed clean and 
sweet in a jiffy. 

New Possibilities 

Just imagine a tiny padlet as soft as flesh — as 
light as desired — yet holds securely in place at all 
times — whether you are standing, sitting, lying, 
exercising or moving about. No slipping or skid- 
ding sideways. No constant readjustment as of old. 

“Freedom From Any Support,” 
Say Many Users 

Ruptures vary widely in degree of severity and 
type. Hence rupture sufferers do not expect the 
inventors of this new-type method to make any 
specific claims. But the fact is that reports con- 
tinue to come in from many users, telling how this 
remarkable system has made it unnecessary to wear 
any kind of support. "My little boy’s rupture 
was as big as an egg — now it’s as small as a pea" — 
is a typical letter. That's why the inventor hopes 
that in your case the New Science System will prove 
much more than a support — that it will actually 
combine with nature to cause a disappearance of 
the protrusion and eventually free you from the 
necessity of wearing any support. 

Test Sample Free 

Send no money. Just mail the coupon for Free 
Sample of remarkable Airtex. See what it is. Sec 
how it "breathes" air and gives promise of amaz- 
ing new comfort. Wash it and see why it is so sani- 


tary and cool and clean. With it we send, without 
charge, latest copy of a very new and informative 
book on Rupture and Hernia that should open your 
eyes. 

NOW ... 10 Days’ Trial by 
Actual Wear 

Here is the inventor's unusual offer. If you will 
fill out and mail the coupon at the bottom, he will 
send full details of his "10 Day Trial by Actual 
Wear" offer on his newest Efficiency Model. 
This offer is so unusual that ruptur'd people 
should lose no time in mailing the coupon at the 
bottom for full particulars without obligation. 

NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE 
3973 Clay Street Steubenville, Ohio 

I” NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE, 

| 3973 Clay Street, Steubenville, Ohio. 

I Send me full details of your "10 Day Actual I 
Wear" trial offer on your newest Efficiency 
I Model. Also include free sample of "light | 
1 as a feather" material. This is not an order ■ 
I and does not obligate me in any way. 

| Name J 

I Address I 

I * 

| City State I 

(Print address and be sure of reply.) 
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The Crook 
Who 

Kidnapped 
a Cop! 



Patrolman Dennis Griftin 


CLEVELAND'S CRIMSON MYSTERY 


PHANTOM ! 

John Leonard Whitfield — sinister figure 
of the shadows — who streaked through 
the Mid West, laughing at his pursuers 


Inside Stories by 
Real Detectives 

Each issue of The Master DE- 
TECTIVE is replete with inside stories 
of how the solutions of notorious crimes 
have been obtained. It deals with actual 
facts instead of fiction. The cases it 
reveals are episodes that have shortly 
ago been headline newspaper stories. 
While the cases were still “news" the 
entire story could not be revealed. It 
might have endangered the cause of 
Justice. Now that they are officially 
closed, every interesting exciting in- 
cident can be told. And THE MASTER 
Detective tells them for you. 


Where is Patrolman Dennis Griffin? Where has John Whitfield spirited him? 
Is he a captive, hidden in some out-of-the-way place from which he can escape? 
Or will the men dragging the nearby lakes for his body prove that murder 
has been committed? 

Mrs. Griffin, rocking nine-months-old Gerald, smiles bravely through her fears 
and declares that her man will have the proverbial Irish luck. Every member 
of the Cleveland force joins the search. Every citizen is concerned in the 
frantic hunt. All Ohio hears the alarm and tries to solve the riddle. What 
has become of the vanished patrolman? Hours lengthen into days, yet not a 
clue develops. . . . 

It was just an ordinary larceny case for which Griffin and his brother officer, 
Harry Hughes, had arrested Whitfield early that May morning. The police 
car was small and Whitfield, submitting to custody with seeming good humor, 
offered to drive his own car to the 14th Precinct station. Griffin rode beside 
him on the front seat. Hughes, in the police car, trailed closely in their wake. 
Then fate interrupted the steady, slow driving. A tire on Hughes’ car went 
flat. There was a gas station handy and Hughes, motioning Whitfield to 
proceed slowly, soon filled the soft tire with air and pulled back into the 
road but — the Whitfield car had vanished utterly, vanished with Whitfield 
and his victim, Patrolman Griffin, as though swallowed up by the earth — nor 

was any trace of them found 


Partial June Contents 

CLEVELAND’S CRIMSON MYSTERY 
THE CLUE OF THE BLUE PELLET 
THE WOMAN, THE GHOUL — AND THE 
MISSING HEAD 

HOW I SMASHED THE PLOT TO ASSASSINATE 
WILSON 

THE MODERN “JEKYLL-HYDE” MYSTERY 
FIVE FALSE FACES 
CONEY ISLAND’S LOVE CRIME 
THE RIDDLE OF THE HUMAN CLAW 
MY CAREER AS A GIRL SPY IN THE GREAT 
WAR 

BALTIMORE’S VANISHING MURDER BRIGADE 



until — 

But let Deputy Police Inspector 
Charles O. Nevel tell what hap- 
pened. Fred Allhoff of the Cleve- 
land Press, a newspaper man who 
himself is thoroughly familiar with 
the case, has collaborated in the 
writing. Under the title CLEVE- 
LAND’S CRIMSON MYSTERY 
you will find this great story com- 
plete in The Master de- 
tective for June — now on sale 
at the nearest news stand. Read 
it today! 


TkltUcity-. 



If No News 
Stand Is 
Convenient 


Use This 
Coupon ! 


\ 


M ACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS. Inc., 

1926 Broadway. New York. Dept. T. D. 63 
Gentlemen: 

I am enclosing $1.00 for which please enter my 
name to receive The Master Detective 
Magazine for the next five months beginning with the 
current issue. 


Name . 


June Issue At All News Stands 


City. 


Stare 



A Sure, Simple, Easy Way to Reduce 
Your Girth 4 to 6 Inches Instantly— 

and Then Acquire a 

PERMANENT REDUCTION 

No Dieting — No Exercise — No Drugs. Results 
Guaranteed — or Not a Penny’s Cost to You 


If you are sincere in your desire to take inches off your waist measurement and 
pounds otf your weight you won't hesitate to accept the opportunity we now 
offer you. If excess fat meant only an unattractive appearance one could 
perhaps afford to take the matter lightly. But every thinking man knows th.it 
excess fat is an actual menace to health. Constipation, lassitude, that “fagged' 
out” feeling after the slightest exertion, shortness of breath, sluggish circulation 
and many kindred ills — are all too often directly traceable to overweight. To 
close your eyes to the seriousness of such a condition is bad enough. To ignore 
a sure and simple means of correcting it is worse. 
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Don’t continue to 
look this way 


Make This Test 

We want an opportunity to prove to you 
that Director will accomplish wonders in 
reducing your weight and waist measure' 
ment. So we ask permission to send you a 
Director for one week's free trial. Note 
how this remarkable belt 
produces an instant im- 
1 provement in your ap- 

' H pearance the moment 

you put it on. Note how 
much better your clothes 
fit and look without a 
J— heavy waistline to pull 
them out of shape. See 
how naturally and com' 
fortably you attain a more erect carriage 
and enjoy a new feeling of ease and com- 
fort and lightness when the overworked 
abdominal muscles are properly supported. 

Fat Disappears 

You'll enjoy the big improvement in your 
appearance that Director gives you. You'll 
enjoy the new feeling of renewed life and 
vitality it brings. But best of all you'll 
enjoy the knowledge that excess fat is 
surely disappearing every moment your 
Director is on. Temporary relief is one 
thing. A permanent reduction of fat and 
waist measurement is another. Director 
gives you both. For Director actually 
dissolves excess fat away. 

How Director Works 

With every movement of your body. 
Director applies a firm but gentle pressure 
on the abdominal fat. Every time you take 
a step — every time you stand or sit down 



The “Director** will 
give you a waistline 
like this 


every time you bend or twist or lean over 
— Director massages fat 
away. This continued 
kneading motion during 
all your waking hours 
quickly and permanent- 
ly dissolves excess fatty 
deposits. Within a few 
weeks or months — (the 
time required depending 
on the extent to which 
you are now overburdened with fat) 
Director has accomplished a permanent 
reduction in a natural way without the 
slightest effort on your part. The strain 
and tension of excess fat on abdominal 
muscles is gone. 

Compare this delightful simple method 
— this guaranteed method' with any other 
you ha veevertriedorheardabout.Com pare 
it with drugs — with starvation dieting 
with violent enervating exercise — with 
expensive bath and massage treatments. 
Director is not only by far the most sure 
and satisfactory method of weight re- 
duction, but the cost is so small as to lie 
negligible in comparison with the benefits 
it brings. 

No Laces, Hooks 
or Buttons 

Director is woven on 
especially designed looms — 
from the finest mercerized 
web-elastic — all in one 
piece. There are no buckles, 
straps, laces, hooks or 
buttons to bother with. 

Each Director is made to 
individual measure, so no 



Cone — mac ugiy mil*;** and you 
feel and look so much younger 

adjustment is necessary except an occasional 
taking in as the waistline grows smaller It 
slips on easily and quickly and is delightfully 
comfortable to wear as thousands of business 
and professional men testify. It never puckers 
or gathers and always lies flat and smooth 

TRIAL OFFER 

We have tried to give you some idea of what 
Director is and how it is guaranteed to reduce 
excess fat. But nothing we can say will be 
half so convincing as an actual test. So we 
invite a test on this basis. U.se the coupon 
and send today for trial offer and directions 
for measuring. Wear Director for one week 
Then, if you don't agree with each and every 
statement we have made herein, simply re- 
turn the belt and we will refund your 
money promptly and the trial won't cost 
you a penny. We can think of no more fair 
or liberal offer than this. In fairness to your- 
self please make this test. Fill in and mail the 
coupon now. 


Dept-C-llO 


LANDON SC WARNER 
U2 So. La Salle St., Chicago. III. 

(lentlcmen: Without cost or obligation on my part please 


end 


me details of your trial offer, instructions for measuring, doc- 
tors' endorsements and letters from users. 

.Vm< 

Street 

City. State.. 
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WHY 

These Prison Riots? 

By P. E. Thomas 

Warden of Ohio State Penitentiary 

NOTE : It is doubtful if there is a prison warden in the United States better qualified to analyze 
this vital question now before the American public, than is Warden Thomas. For twenty-five 
years he has watched over and ministered to the needs of the army of men in the great peni- 
tentiary he governs, which houses 4,800 convicts. A human, kindly and friendly man, he. has 
no use for sob sisters and 'uplifters" , but — -He does believe in giving a man a chance 
to make something of his life if he has it in him. — Ed. 


Tl THY these desperate men? 

Why these bloody prison riots? 

Legislative concept for the suppression and prevention of crime 
has been given expression during the past ten years in more laws — and laws 
of greater severity. Punishment has been the keynote. 

About twelve years ago leniency toward paroles and pardons had reached 
its highest point. Guns of the World War were sounding, manpower was 
essential, and from the prisons men were sent to help. 

They did help, and the great majority of those so chosen made good and 
still are making good. It is just as true, we must remember, that at that time 
we were willing to use all the men that could reasonably be turned out. 

The war over, great and varied readjustments followed. During this jx?riod 
of great change it is but natural to find that all men did not get the proper 
viewpoint. Hence — and history records it as a natural consequence of all 
wars of considerable magnitude — a crime wave followed. 

Science, in warfare, is employed for one purpose — destruction. Hatred is 

taught us, lest the war we wage be a failure. 

Peace is declared and we readily return to the pursuits of Peace. But not 
so easily does that inculcated psychology of hate fade. Rather, it changes its 
course, and the crime wave receives its portion. It has to have its outlet, 
and the law violator becomes an easy victim. 

After the World War various reasons were given as causes for this outburst 
of law violations. The most handy one, and really the one desired, was: 
“Easy paroles and pardons.” 

This reason was quite satisfying — since it took from the many the blame 
and placed it on the few. 

Who cared for the law violator? Who could, with any sense of propriety 
defend him? 

An already easy road was paved with editorial attacks which held up to 
ridicule parole boards and pardon officials. Chicago blamed Joliet. 

Criticism swelled and, in various cities, associations were formed to halt 
wherever possible the paroling and pardoning of prisoners. 

The associations, formed by a few self-appointed uplifters, unfurled their 
flags of public protection, rallied to their side hosts of ( Continued on page 1 13 ) 




Oil houses on fire during the Canon City jail riot, in which 13 men were killed and many wounded. Throughout the night of 
•he besiegers poured rifle and machine-gun fire into the last stronghold of the mutineers. But the 150 desperate men, deserted 

cars were not made ready for them at the outer 


CRIMSON NIGHT 

Here is the REAL story of that crimson night of horror — 
October 3rd, 1929, at Colorado State Penitentiary — a 
drama of human futility and carnage that STAGGERS 

THE IMAGINATION 


H KY. you Hat-footed saps. I've got a belly full. < •inline 
a chance and I’ll come out. And just to show you 
I’m a square guy. I'll give up my gats." 

\ message Chief Hugh 1). Harper and his Colorado 
springs |Kilice force had waited hours to hear at last drifted 
hrnngh the shattered windows of Buckwald's Jewelry Store 
ii Colorado Avenue, just east of Cascade Avenue. 

It meant surrender — an end to this game of hounds and 
iare: assurance that a pitched battle between burglar and 
ail ice would end without further casualties; certainty a 
desperado would be captured, a robbery thwarted. 

\ngrv though it was, and still defiant, the voice drifting 
hi ol the darkened jewelrv store meant all of these things to 
Chief Harper and his embattled force. Victory! It was 


tune it eatne. Midnight to dawn — it had been a long, 
desperate tight, a costly one, too, with Patrolmen Ben 
McMahon anil Olin Burton wounded and facing weeks, if 
not months of inactivity, a business block riddled with lead, 
an uncounted property damage. 

“Come on out, you blasted idiot.” Chief Harper shouted 
back. "But keep your hands up — high, and no tricks.” 

Two German I.ugers sailed through the jewelry store 
windows, or rather what was left of the windows, and fell in 
the street almost at the Chief's feet. The man inside meant 
business; he sealed his promise with his gats. 

The police waited. 

Intrenched in Colorado Avenue behind anything that 
appeared in the least bullet-proof, and in the alley behind 


0 





battle flames roared and smoke belched from the buildings fired by the maddened convicts. From every point of vantage 
by 200 other convicts, battled on, issuing demand after demand, and making good their threat to kill their guard hostages if 
prison gate in which to make their getaway 


The Truth About the 
Canon City Jailbreak ! 

By Joseph McMeel 

of the Denver Post 


the jewelry store, Chief Harper and his men had waited — 
* waited and were disappointed. And with each disappoint- 
ment they poured an almost ceaseless rain of rifle, shotgun 
and revolver lead into the darkened jewelry store. From its 
one-story roof, through a skylight that gave it unobstructed 
play, a Thompson machine gun raked the inside of the 
store. But there were no results; none until now. 

Somewhere inside, amid the havoc wrought by incessant 
firing — a wreckage of shattered show cases and splintered 
fixtures — the wounding of two patrolmen charged against 
him, the man who had just called out his surrender stood 
his ground, firing back when a hit seemed reasonably certain, 
cursing sometimes, taunting always. 

"Come in and get me you yellow-bellied coppers if you 


think you’re tough,” he shouted when the police first hemmed 
him in, and Patrolmen McMahon and Burton, displaying 
more courage than prudence, rushed his stronghold, only to 
learn there was a sting in his boasts. 

CHORTLY after midnight in late September, 1928, this 
^ man was discovered in the jewelry store, and now, as the 
first rays of a new day's sun fell like a stage calcium or. the 
snow-capped summit of Pike’s Peak, lifting the massive 
granite pile from a field of shadows, the police began to feel 
reasonably certain the long siege would soon be ended. 

"Chlorine gas’ll bring him out,” Chief Harper predicted an 
hour before the message of surrender. He spoke to Deputy 
Chief Fred H. Springer, assisting in the command of the 
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police forces in Colorado Avenue at the time of this siege. 

"Well,” said Springer, repeating what he had told the Chief 
before, "Denver's on the way with chloride bombs; but it's 
,i seventy-five mile drive, and they’re coming by auto. They 
can't fly the Palmer l.ake Divide at night.” 

"Ought to be here directly; we'll wait for the gas, so hold 
vour fire,” Chief Harper decided. “Anyway the town's got 
to get some sleep. Can't with all this racket. Look at the 
\ntler Hotel’s windows: a guest looking out of every one. 

Say, who stirred up this hornet?” the Chief asked, taking 
advantage of the cessation of hostilities to get the facts on the 
introductory chapters of an episode that was to become a de- 
partment classic. Called from bed after the battle had 
started, Chief Harper had been too busy directing the attack 
to inquire about the cause. Now, he decided, he’d like to 
know. Patrolman George Kaltenberger stepped forward. 



( Left ) ' 

Danny Dan- 
iels, the man 
who instigated, 
managed, and 
ended, at Canon 
City Penitentiary, 
probably the worst 
prison riot in all his- 
tory. Daniels was, 
without doubt, the 
"toughest egg” the mod- 
em West has produced. 
When all hope of escape 
was gone, he killed his own 
pals, then committed suicide 


(Left) James 
P a r d u e , 
Danny Daniels’ 
closest pal in the 
Colorado prison, 
and with whom he 
planned the jail 
break. Parduehad 
a bad record. The 
sufferings he had to 
submit to before death, 
by a bullet from Daniels’ 
gun finally relieved him, 
were of the bitterest kind. 
He had told the Warden he 
would never serve his sentence 


“I'm guilty, Chief,” he said. “I was rounding the corner 
of Cascade and Colorado when this guy's lookout fired at me. 
1 dropped on my belly and fired back. Then, from the roof 
of the National Cafe, next door to Buckwald's, a couple of 
other gents opened up on me with automatics.” 

“Who's this mug inside; anybody know?” the Chief 
interrupted. 

No one could answer the (pies t ion, and Kaltenberger 
continued: 

“Finally, the guy in the street emptied his gun and ran. 
The birds on the roof took to cover, and I ran up to Buckwald’s 


Below ) In this charnel house of the living dead at Canon City 
bullets took the place of words, blood flowed like water into pools 
darkened cells and corridors, in which was being enacted a story 




Crimson Night 
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(Right) 

“Red" Majors 
one of the prin- 
cipals in the 
Canon City prison 
not. He had a rec 
ord of a successful 
break from a Cali- 
fornia prison and was 
rated amongthe‘‘cons”as 
"a crafty guy with guts.” 
That explains why tough 
Danny Daniels “took him 
on” in a deal where lives were 
in the balance, and a squeal 
meant certain death 


(Right) 
Alfred Davis, 
who completed 
the “big four” 
in the attempted 
jailbreak. Davis, 
a former waiter with 
a criminal record in 
New Mexico, was un- 
der sentence of 20 to 30 
years at Canon City for 
a hold-up job in Denver. 
A desperate character, he 
fitted in well with Danny 
Daniels' scheme 


door, tripping over these on the sidewalk,” said Kaltenberger. 

“Tripping — over what?" Chief Harper asked, curious now. 

“These wires," the patrolman answered, handing the ends 
of two insulated copper strands to his superior. 

The Chief examined them, noted they stretched across 
Colorado Avenue and upwards over the cornice of the jewelry 
store. He was puzzled. He touched the copper-exposed 
ends of the strands, forming a contact. There was a spark, 
and in the distance a faint buzzing. The wires were a puzzle 
no longer to Chief Harper. 

"Humph; scientific guys,” he remarked. “A signal from 


penitentiary where bodies were piled one upon another, where 
upon the stone floor. Tumult and terror reigned supreme in the 
so frightful that its omnious echoes reverberated around the world 



the lookout to the bird inside. Cracking the safe, eh?” 

"Cracking is right,” Deputy Chief Springer interposed. 
"It might have been a fat haul. There’s fifteen thousand 
dollars in gems in the safe, or there was when Buckwald 
closed up last night.” 

"Fifteen thousand? Well, if the outside men didn’t get 
them, this guy won’t. When the chlorine gets into his eyes 
and up- his nose, he'll come out. If he don't, he’ll choke.” 

'T'HE distant roar of an automobile motor, traveling with 
* its muffler open, ended further discussion. 

"Sounds like company coming," Deputy Chief Springer 
observed. 

Within a few minutes a machine came to a grinding stop 
in the street in front of the jewelry store and Detectives 
George Hade and O. V. Wingren saluted Chief Harper. 
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The chlorine bombs had finally arrived from Denver. 

“Got a leach, eh, Chief?” Detective Eade ventured. 

“Yeah, but he ain't going to stick much longer; much 
obliged for these, boys,” Harper answered, thanking them for 
the bombs. 

In a matter of minutes, Chief Harper distributed the chlorine 
bombs, sending a consignment to Inspector "Dad” Bruce in 
command of the machine gun detail on the roof. 

"Tell Dad to drop a bomb through that skylight every 
time he hears the buzzer,” was the message he sent to Bruce. 
"Handy arrangement, this — eh. Springer? Handy for burglars; 
handy for cops.” 

TllTlTHIN a few minutes Detective Bob Wraith, who 
’ * carried the bombs and the message to Inspector Bruce, 
returned to report all was ready. Chief Harper ordered his 
men to hold fire, but to prepare to fight. 

“All ready? Now for results,” he shouted. He brought 
the wire points together. In the distance there was a faint 
buzzing, and a moment afterwards a bang! 

Nerves atingle, muscles taut, eyes alert, the police waited, 
their guns trained on the jewelry store. Slow-moving clouds 
of gas billowed through the shattered windows. Acrid, 
biting fumes swept out of the store into the avenue. But 
there was no sign of a man coming out. 

The signal buzzed a second time, and then a third, and 
down through the skylight Inspector Bruce hurled two more 


bombs. Again the police waited, the gas clouds rolled 
lazily through the windows, denser, more pungent. A short 
wait and the cry of surrender. Then two German Lugers 
sailed through the air. 

With his hands up, his eyes streaming tears, coughing 
convulsively as the gas fumes bit into tender throat tissues 
and penetrated equally tender nostrils, the man staggered 
into the street, fighting for breath. He approached Chief 
Harper. 

“The name's Daniels," he managed to explain between fits 
of coughing. “ ‘Danny,’ they call me. My home’s Oklahoma 
City. I’m out on seven thousand five hundred dollar bond 
for assault at Bartelsville; five thousand dollar federal bond 
for auto theft at Tulsa, one thousand dollar assault bond at 
Nowata. Used to be a bookkeeper; never killed a man in 
my life. On my way to Wyoming to rest." 

“Not Wyoming, Daniels — Canon City; that’s where we 
send guys like you for vacations — long ones, too,” Chief 
Harper told him and asked: 

“Who’re your pals?” 

“Pals? Let’s see; call one of 'em ‘Red’ Taylor, the other 
‘Whitey’ Williams. That’s good enough, I guess," the man 
replied, indicating he would give no information about the 
men who had escaped. “They got away; I got caught. 
That’s my tough luck.” 

“Where’d you learn this racket?” Chief Harper questioned. 

"Oklahoma, mostly; trailed around with the Kimes gang 
some,” the man boasted. “Got jobbed and did a stretch; 
been sore ever since.” He said this angrily. “Got a wife 
and a kid in Oklahoma — Listen Chief, they won’t know any- 
thing about this— will they?” 

Daniels stopped talking as Inspector Bruce approached. 


\ATHEN the gas cleared from the jewelry store, Inspector 
* * Bruce and his detail went inside to learn some things 
the police did not know. 

Coming back out, stumbling over the debris he stated: 

“Neat job, Chief. They got in through the National 
Cafe, dug a tunnel through the wall to get to Buckwald’s 
safe. There's a slab of steel out of the safe, but the torch 
man didn’t have time to complete the job. The jewels must 
be safe inside." 

“Yeah; it’s a dud for me,” Daniels confirmed. 

Ignoring the remark. Inspector Bruce continued: 

“This mug worked inside a tent, and in that way concealed 
the glow from the acetylene torch. There’s two tanks of 


(Left) Governor 
Adams, of Colo- 
rado, who sent the 
state police post- 
haste to help in 
the fight against 
the rioting con- 
victs. (Below) A 
bird’s-eye view of 
the burning Colo- 
rado State Peni- 
tentiary at the 
height of the 
battle 


Crimson Night 
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Scene outside Cell House No. 3. One by one, their arms above their heads, the convicts in this building were inarched out into the 
gray dawn to face a semicircle of rifles and revolvers held by a hastily organized group of National Guardsmen, prison guards and 

volunteer citizens 


icetylene gas in the tent, twenty-four rounds for an automatic, 
wenty-five shells for a .20-gauge shotgun, and an extra clip 
for a l.uger. No guns. Left everything just as we found it, 
and the boys are looking around for fingerprints," Bruce 
finished, secretly admiring Daniels' thoroughness. This first 
experience with Danny Daniels showed the kind of metal 
he was made of. 

Glorious sunlight of an Indian summer day Hooded the 
Bike’s Peak region as Chief Harper snapped a pair of 
handcuffs around Danny Daniels' wrists and ordered him 
taken under guard to the El Paso County Jail. The excite- 
ment over, sleepy-eyed guests of the Antlers Hotel crawled 
hack into lied to snatch a few hours' rest before golf engage- 
ments at the Broadmoor or motor trips up the peak compelled 
1 hem to ri5e again. Haggard, ragged-nerved police officers, 
glad the siege was ended, dragged themselves home and to 
lied until duty again forced them to their posts. In the mean- 
time the i»ls of Danny Daniels were racing southward 
towards Pueblo in a stolen automobile, leaving their (>al 
behind to fight for freedom the best he could. 

o — 

/jCTOBER was drawing to a close when Daniels, desperate 
in the realization that within a month he would face a 
jury on a charge of burglary, again struck at the law. Jailer 
Krank Bott was his target. 

Delivering the noon meals to prisoners in the El Paso 
C ounty Jail, Bott passed within arm's reach of Daniels’ 
cell. The outlaw thrust an arm through the bars of his cage 
and in a downward sweep slashed the jailer's throat with a 
razor, missed the jugular, but opened an ugly gash in the 
cell keeper’s neck. Disarmed, he was thrown into a dungeon 
and thereafter his keepers were more vigilant. 

And then in November — trial. A jury heard the story of the 
-iege at Buckwald’s Jewelry Store and of the forceful entry 
of the National Cafe. The verdict was guilty — on two counts. 

On the morning of November 30th. 1928, Daniels stood 
before the liar in District Judge Wilbur M. Alters court 
room for sentence. 

"Have you anything to say?" the Court asked, putting 
the usual question forward. 

'Nothing," Daniels growled. 


Judge Alter began the pronouncement of sentence. 

“It is the sentence of this court that you lie confined in the 
l>enitentiary at Canon City at hard labor for a term of twelve 
to fourteen years, on the first count, and that — " 

Daniels breathed audibly, and the Court paused. With his 
hand the prisoner wiped beads of perspiration from his 
forehead, shifted his weight from one leg to the other, and 
stood ready to hear the remainder of the Court’s pronounce- 
ment. Judge Alter continued: 

“ and that you lie confined in the |>enitentiary. not at 
hard labor, for twelve to fourteen years on the second count, 
the sentences to run consecutively. Mr. Sheriff, take charge 
of the prisoner." 

“Whew!" Daniels exclaimed, exhaling through clenched 
teeth. And then: “Twenty-eight years — the works.” 

ACROSS the mountains by a road that winds down into 
green valleys and up pine-studded, rocky slojies to the 
summit of the secondary range of the Rockies, the distance 
from Colorado Springs to the Canon City Penitentiary is 
fifty-two miles. Danny Daniels made that trip on the after- 
noon of November 30th, 1428, with the sentence so recently 
pronounced ringing in his ears. Twenty-eight years in the 
penitentiary meant a lifetime at his age — he was thirty-eight. 
Handcuffed, an Oregon boot locked about his right leg at the 
ankle, he made the trip in silence, seated between two armed 
guards. Chief Har|>er sat in the front seat of the automobile 
beside the driver. 

Canon City sits on a high plateau. To the north and west, 
the town is hemmed in by an eminence of the Rockies, the 
last encountered before the approach to the heights of the 
Continental Divide. The prison where Colorado incar- 
cerates her felons is built on the slope of the north hills. Its 
liack or north wall abuts them. Red sandstone ramparts, 
thirty feet high and four feet thick, enclose the prison grounds 
and buildings in an irregular rectangle. Three cell houses, 
known as Tiers One, Two and Three, are grouped close 
together, nearer the north and west walls. The west wall 
overlooks the Warden’s residence and near its juncture 
with the north rampart there is a steel-barred gate through 
which rail freight cars are admitted to the prison grounds 
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(Right) John Pease, 
Colorado prison guard. 
“Pease,” said the 
Warden, “that’ll be 
enough for now. You 
go back and tell 
Daniels I’ll give him 
my final answer in 
five minutes.” Did 
Pease go back? He 
did, and in doing so 
faced, without a word, 
a prospect that would 
have melted the cour- 
age of most men 


with supplies and coal. Cell House No. 3 is a little to the 
south and east of the gate — possibly fifty yards. 

Stone turrets, each a part of the walls, overlook the prison 
grounds and buildings from all sides. They are the lookout 
stations, occupied day and night by guards who |>atrol the 
walls at regular intervals, rifles resting in the crook of their 
arms. 

On a clear day, a panoramic view of Colorado's penitentiary’ 
is vi sable from a promontory nineteen miles to the eastward. 

The November day that Danny Daniels came over the 
mountains from Colorado Springs was just such a day. As 
the automobile that carried him topped the last 
hill below the plateau, Daniels glimpsed the prison, 
backed up against the massive granite hillsides. 

He winced. 

“ Not for lon%" he muttered between clenched 
teeth, leaving his guards to speculate on what he 
meant. 


In the prison there were many men like him, and he was 
not long in making the acquaintance of these convicts. 

James Pardue, alias Walter J. Holub, was one of them. 
Pardue was the type that crime experts call an habitual 
criminal. When he met Daniels he was completing the fourth 
year of a ten-year-to-life sentence imposed for highway rob- 
bery’, in the West Side Criminal Court at Denver, and 
boasted a long and varied career in crime. 

As a boy, Pardue was an inmate of the Missouri Reform 
School at Booneville. He was committed for shoplifting. 
Liberated on parole, he was back again in the Booneville 
school in 1919 under a five year sentence. This time it was 
burglary’. He escaped in two months and was at liberty 
until 1922. That year he was back again at Booneville 
under sentence of five years. In criminal accomplish- 
ment, he had progressed ; the charge was armed robbery. 
Again he escaped and again he was arrested, tried and 
convicted. Too old for Booneville, he was sent to the 
Missouri State Prison, which received him for armed 
robbery in 1923. In July, 1924, he again broke 
away and in the course of a search for a place to 
hide he reached Colorado. Within a few months 
the Denver police had him in custody for 
aggravated robbery — a drug store stick-up. 
And in time, Pardue reached Canon City. 

“I can’t and I won’t serve the sentence they 
gave me at Denver," Pardue in a fit of anger 
once told Deputy Warden William Green. 

A ND that was the way Daniels felt about his 
sentence. So it was that Daniels and Pardue 
had much in common. It was natural that they 
should become prison pals; that their thoughts 
should turn spontaneously to liberty and to the 
day when it would come; legally or otherwise 
made no difference to them. 

As they contemplated the future. Inaugural Day in March, 
1929, held the attention of the people of Colorado. 
Governor William H. Adams was to begin his second term. 
In a message to the people of the state, he promised, as he had 
promised two years before, there would be no pardons; no 
paroles for convicts. 

Through unknown chan- ' / / 


UALF an hour later he passed through the steel 
* gates of the prison Administration Building, 
which faces the south with its back to the prison 
yard and cell houses. He was mugged, printed and 
classified and turned over to a guard captain to be 
assigned to a cell house. Danny Daniels became 
Convict No. 14,277. 

As he disappeared into the prison yard, Chief 
Harper, who had watched his transformation from 
a man under sentence to a full-fledged convict, 
turned to Warden Francis Eugene Crawford and 
said: 

“Gene, there goes a tough 
egg; you'll have to watch him.” 

Daniels carried into the 
Canon City Penitentiary the 
same hatred of authority 
he had harbored on the out- 
side. 


( Rig ht)Ce\\ Houses 
1 and 2, which were 
wrecked. They are 
now in ruins, their 
gaunt frameworks 
testifying to the 
fury of flames, dy- 
namite and ma- 
chine gun bullets 
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nels, the news penetrated the penitentiary and spread among 
t he convicts. 

With hope of executive clemency gone for at least two years, 
the natural result of the news was unrest among the convicts. 
Daniels and I’ardue, now more restless and more dissatisfied, 
did much to foment it. By avenues to this day undis- 
covered, arms were smuggled into the prison. Luckily, they 
were found and confiscated and convicts suspected of pos- 
sessing them were thrown into the prison coolers 
on a diet of bread and water. By midsummer 
discipline became harder to enforce and unrest 
more pronounced. 

It was now late July, eight months since L)aniels 
and I’ardue, moved by mutual sympathy, had 
formed an alliance. 

They were assigned with other convicts to 
unload steam coal brought into the penitentiary 
through the West Gate. At the same task were 
\lfred H. Davis, thirty-eight years old, and 
Melvin (Red) Majors, alias Riley, thirty years 
old. 


AS prison records go, Davis and Majors were 
rated had ones. By virtue of two attempts 
to break out of Canon City, Davis had attained 
some local fame among the convicts, and Majors, 
with a record for a successful break from a Cali- 
fornia prison, was rated “a crafty guy with guts.” 
Daniels and I’ardue recognized men of particular 
<|iialifications in the pair, who would prove useful 
members of their confederacy. They took them 



Like Pardue’s, Majors' record was spotty. 

\n incorrigible, he was in the Iona Reformatory 
in California at fourteen. Good behavior, which 
paroled him. was short lived and Los Angeles 
sent him back to Iona. This time it was robbery. 

( >ne day he was missing and he was at libery until 
sent to San Quentin. Again it was robbery. Next, he was 
an inmate of Folsom and once more good behavior unlatched 
penitentiary doors. He was a clever man — but an incorrigible. 

Such was his record 
when he sought greener 


Father Patrick O'Neil l left) and Marion Keating, Colorado National 
Guardsman, heroes of the Carton City prison riot. It was Father 
O’Neil who, with an old miner, faced death to carry 100 pounds of 
dynamite under fire, to blow up the convicts' stronghold a desperate 
attempt to end the mutiny by one bold stroke 

and less hazardous fields in Colorado. About the time of his 
arrival there was a series of hold-ups. Denver police were 
never able to prove these against Majors, but they ceased 
after he tied the city following the shooting of Patrolman 
James Cass, who was wounded as he started investigation of 
a quartet of men suspected of a plan to rob a bank. The 
gang was seated in an automobile parked in front of the bank 
at the time. This job was never fastened definitely on Majors, 
but he was sentenced at Colorado Springs for aggravated 
•obbery committed in that city. Denying the crime, he 
attempted to explain possession of a gun with the 
declaration: 

“I’m an inexperienced young man from the 
East. 1 expected to find Indians in Colorado, 
so I brought my gun along.” 


T^HF' explanation gave court-room spectators 

a laugh, and the Court gave Majors twenty to 
thirty years. 

A waiter when he followed legitimate employ- 
ment, Davis had a record in New Mexico before 
he migrated to Colorado. In Denver he was 
sentenced to a twenty to thirty year term for a 
drug store hold-up. He was suspected of other 
crimes, but police could never prove them, and 
Detective Captain Bert Clark was satisfied to 
let matters drop when Davis started for Canon 
City. 

This, then, was the personnel of the quartet of 
single purposed men who labored through July 
into October unloading steam coal from railroad 
cars rolled into the penitentiary yard through the 
steel-barred portals ca' Vest Gate. 

As time passed, the ; of Governor Adams 

with respect to con vie. , named unchanged. 
No pardons: no paroles continued to be the 


28 


True Detective Mysteries 



(Right) Lawrence Roche, guard, (without hat) was 
held hostage by the convicts, but in the confusion 
he managed to escape. On his right is O. A. Earl, 
guard, who was the last hostage held by the mutineers, 
and who would have been shot next, it is believed, had 
not the mutiny ended when it did. (Below) How 
the dining room looked after the riot. These smolder- 
ing walls, a bare ten feet from the inside door to the 
death house, were what was left after the battle and 
the flames had done their work 


was trained. He swept his own rifle to the side 
until the sight drew a bead on the figure in the 
mess hall doorway. He fired. Simultaneously, 
another rifle roared. Goodwin toppled backward 
into the pent house atop the prison wall fatally 
wounded. The figure in the doorway plunged 
forward into the yard and lay still. A rifle lay 
beside it. 

As the shots sounded, twelve hundred convicts 
broke rank and raced for their cell blocks. The 
Canon City prison revolt was a reality. 

Within a few minutes the prison yard was a 
bedlam. The siren in the boiler house screamed 
an alarm. Convicts fresh from forays on the 
prison bakery, the kitchen and their own cell 
houses dodged from shelter to shelter as they 
scurried towards Cell House No. 3. 

Guards, running towards the mess hall to 
investigate the shots, shouted orders. These 
were ignored. Lacking arms to enforce their 


convicts sat down to lunch. Apparently all was well. 

As they ate, Erwin watched from the crow's nest. Other 
guards passed from table to table to check every man in his 
accustomed place. Two were missing — Daniels and Pardue. 
The captain of the guards was advised and a hurried search 
was made in their cell tiers. They were not there. 

At 12:30, with the search for Daniels and Pardue still in 
progress, the convicts rose from their meal, formed another 
line and marched out. • 

Unaware that Daniels and Pardue were missing, Erwin 
broke his rifle as the last of the convicts disappeared through 
the mess hall door. He put the barrel of the weai>on back 
into its compartment, tucked the stock under his arm, shut 
and locked the crow's nest door and started down the ladder. 

A SHUFFLING of feet beneath the ladder warned him of 
the presence of others in the room. A gruff voice, 
directly beneath, spoke to him : 

"Shorty, your time has come." 

There was a shot. 

It echoed faintly in the turret where Goodwin focused 
watchful eyes on the retreating convict line. Aroused 
by the 6ound, the guard peered down into the yard, trying 
to account for it. As his eyes scanned the yard his hand 
held a rifle. He discerned some evidence of unrest in the 
convict line, and, as he watched, two Vien darted for the 
mess hall. Goodwin raised his rifle, drew sight on the fore- 
most of the running figures, and then . Out of the corner 

of his eye Goodwin discerned another unusual movement in 
the prison yard below him. On the threshold of the mess 
hall he glimpsed another figure, with rifle leveled. Instantly 
Goodwin realized he was the target on which the weapon 




administration policy. Restless discontent, agitated from 
sources unknown to prison officials, permeated every cell 
block. 

There were reports of guns, smuggled into the prison by 
trusties who hid them under coal, piled high in the yard. 
The coal was moved: there were no guns. About this time 
knives were missing mysteriously from the kitchen. Search 
was made for them; cell blocks were turned topsy-turvy', 
every nook and cranny probed. There were no knives; 
no weapons of any kind. 

Suddenly a calm settler! over the prison; there was less of 
discontent and improved discipline was noticeable. Warden 
Crawford breathed easier. Guards and keepers who had 
been nervous and jumpy became calm and composed. There 
was not a man among them who did not feel a crisis had 
passed. And then 


/"OCTOBER 3rd, 1929. dawned clear and calm. Summer 
lingered in the hills around Canon City although autumn 
was well advanced. Colorings peculiar to the fall of the year 
had only just begun to tinge the foliage on the mountain 
slopes. There was that about the weather which lures one to 
the open road and Warden Crawford, with business demand- 
ing attention, drove over the hills to Colorado Springs. 
Within the prison, Daniels and Pardue and Davis and Majors 
labored with their fellow-prisoners unloading coal. 

Noon was approaching when Elmer G. Erwin, a guard, 
climbed a steel-runged ladder to a crow’s nest overlooking 
the convict mess hall. To watch the convicts as they gulped 
their prison fare was one of his daily duties. Near at hand 
in the crow's nest was a rifle, loaded and ready for any 
emergency. This day Erwin followed his customary routine. 
After the climb up the ladder with a rifle stock under his 
arm, he closed and locked the door. From a compartment he 
produced a rifle barrel, which he fitted to the stock. He 
broke the weapon, saw it was loaded, and as he finished a 
blast from a whistle in the prison boiler house announced the 
noon hour. 

Convicts laid down their tools, formed lines and began a 
march for the mess hall. From a turret overlooking the 
grounds and the mess hall, Myron H. Goodwin, 
another guard, watched the lines advance and, in 
usual order, file into the mess hall. Twelve hundred 
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commands, the guards were helpless. Other guards 
in the turrets of the west and north walls, who had 
seen Goodwin fall backwards into his pent house 
a moment after his rifle blazed, telephoned the 
news to the Administration Building. 

And just about this time eight men dressed in 
the regulation uniforms of the prison guards hur- 
ried across the penitentiary yard towards Cell 
House 3. They were bearing what appeared to be 
two bodies — dead or wounded men; no one knew 
which. 

A hurried survey of the situation told Deputy 
Warden Green it was serious. Such meager de- 
tails as he possessed he hastened to telephone to 
Warden Crawford, who was reached in Chief 
Harper’s office at Colorado Springs. 

“We’ve got some trouble here. Warden,” he 
told his superior over the long distance telephone. 
He tried to appear calm. “Goodwin's been shot 
and he’s dying. There’s been three shots fired — 
two inside somewhere around the mess hall, 
and a third one that Goodwin fired," he con- 
tinued, apparently ignoring some |>ointed 


question asked by his Chief, who was listening eageily. 

"Yeah; we think there's two wounded men inside, and a 
bunch of guards are captives. No, we don’t know if the 
wounded are guards or ‘cons.’ The ‘cons' seem to be 
armed, and they carried the dead or wounded men into Cell 
House 3. Didja say, who carried them? Well, we don’t 
know — men in guard uniforms." 

AT this point a guard rushed into the Administration 
** Building where the deputy warden had his chief on th'e 
telephone and interrupted the conversation. Breathless, 
he whispered a message into Green’s ear. A troubled expres- 
sion overspread Green's face, and he placed his lips against 
the mouth-piece and shouted this message: 

“The chapel and mess hall are burning.' Hell's broke loose! 
The convicts are running like hell for Cell House 3.” 

Then he hung up the receiver, and Warden Crawford, 
turning to Chief Harper, made this speculation: 

“Chief, 1 wonder if you’re right about Daniels; someone’s 
turned the pen into a hell-hole.” 

“He’s a tough nut. Gene,” was all Chief Harper said. 

Racing back to Canon City on that October afternoon 
over a mountain road that is more like the trail of a serpent 
than a highway for motor travel. Warden Crawford estab- 
lished a record for speed and reckless daring that will stand 
until a like emergency compels another to sacrifice safety 
for haste. Less than two hours after he received his deputy’s 
message, Warden Crawford's automobile topped the rise 
nineteen miles east of the penitentiary from which Danny 
Daniels first glimpsed the prison almost a year before. He 
looked off across an expanse of mountain meadow and in the 
distance, above the tops of a forest of pine in the middle 
background, he saw great clouds of black smoke obliterating 


(Above) This photograph, taken soon after the riot had 
ended, shows (left to right) Mrs. F. E. Crawford, Warden 
F. E. Crawford, R. F. Reed, Denver Chief of Police and 
Dennis Sullivant, Denver, one of the Warden’s advisors 
during the revolt. (Left) Ambulances in early morning 
taking away bodies of dead guards through the prison 
gates 


the contour ot the hills. He knew the peniten- 
tiary was still burning, and from that he judged 
the riot to be serious. 

After his conversation w r ith his superior, 
Deputy Warden Green made another hurried 
survey of the situation in the prison and then 
proceeded to carry out the one order he remem- 
bered receiving from Warden Crawford. He 
called Governor Adams. 

The Chief Executive received the news calmly, 
but in a few’ minutes after he hung up the tele- 
phone the executive offices in the capitol at 
Denver were swarming with subordinate state 
officers. 

Colonel Paul P. Newlon of the Colorado 
National Guard was ordered to get militiamen under arms 
to combat the convict revolt. He followed instructions by 
ordering out forty men of a Howitzer company at Canon 
City. Within an hour they had encompassed the prison 
walls, and shortly afterwards were joined by hundreds of 
townsfolk — men who responded to the siren's call for help 
and armed themselves at the prison arsenal. 

Batter)’ B at Pueblo also was ordered to Canon City 
and shortly afterwards the forty men of the battery en- 
trained from their armory in trucks for a forty-two mile 
run to the prison up the valley of the Arkansas. They took 
with them a large field piece and two machine guns. As the 
guardsmen from Pueblo swung into the valley road leading 
to Canon City six pieces of fire apparatus swept by them 
in a cloud of dust, and the guardsmen's commanding officer. 
Captain Aubrey Kief, roared across the mountains in an 
airplane in the direction of the penitentiary town. 

1 MEANWHTI.E, Governor Adams had dispatched Chief 
^ Louis N. Scherf of the State Police and Lieutenant Roy 
Best to the penitentiary. The Governor's private secretary. 
Judge B. T. Poxson accompanied them as special representa- 
tive of the chief executive. 

When Warden Crawford reached Canon City after his 
record run from Colorado Springs, he found the streets 
crowded. Armed men were everywhere. Military lines 
had been established, and uniformed guardsmen patroled 
them, holding back the curious. When still some blocks 
from the prison grounds. Warden Crawford heard the roar 
of the flames that were consuming the chapel and mess hall. 

When he reached the prison, he sought out Assistant Warden 
Green for a more detailed story of what had taken place. 

“All we know is what we’ve seen ( Continued on page too) 



Stalking HONOLULU’S 


Hawaii's most sensational crime — one of the great cases of 
all time — the brutal kidnapping of 10-year-old Gill 
Jamieson , son of the Vice-President of the Hawaiian Trust 
Company — held for $10,000 ransom. An epic of suspense 
and anguish that has few counterparts in criminal history 


By Francis McClanahan 


T HK Hawaiian Islands, a full-Hedgcd American territory, 
lie about 2400 miles south and west of the Golden 
Gate. They are called the “Paradise of the Pacific” 
because of their natural beauty and the delightful 
limate that prevails. 

Hawaii is an integral part of the Ignited States; it is not a 
so-called "colony” nor is it a "possession.” Many of the 
states of the union were territories before they were ad- 
mitted to statehood, and now the Territory of Hawaii is but 
one step removed from statehood. 

\rcording to former Governor W. R. Farrington’s 1927 
report to the Secretary of the Interior, Hawaii has a popula- 
tion of ,433,420. Of this number 132,243 are Japanese; 
24,598 are Chinese; 64,941 are .American and Kuropcan; 
45,576 are Hawaiian and part-Hawaiian; 52,124 arc Filipinos; 
other races, including Portuguese, Koreans, Spaniards, 
Russians, Hindus, and Porto Ricans number 13,938. In 
spite of this conglomerate population, or perhaps because 


of it, Hawaii has always been free of any racial feeling. 
American justice prevails in the Territory just as surely as it 
does in Cedar Rapids, Iowa. 

Honolulu, on the Island of Oahu, is the capital and largest 
city of the territory. 

It was in this fair city that one of the most brutal crimes 
of present times occurred on the morning of September 18th, 
1928. The fiend did not even wait for the hours of darkness 
to conceal the horror of his deed, but chose a bright sun- 
shiny morning, with a setting of waving palms in the back- 
ground, so close in fact, to one of the world's most famous 
hotels, that had one been listening, the screams of the victim 
would surely have been heard. 

Shortly before ten o’clock on the morning of September 
1 8th, 1928, Miss Mary Winne, principal of the Punahou 
Junior Academy, a private boarding and day school, was 
called to the telephone. The caller told Miss Winne that 
Mrs. Jamieson had been injured in an automobile accident 








M. Yoshioka [with his right arm extended) the unsuspecting driver of the car in which the kidnapped boy was taken away 
from the Punahou Junior Academy, explains to detectives his exact movements on the morning of the kidnapping. The 
woman in white in the foreground ( with her right hand raised ) is Miss Mary Winne, principal of the school, who let the boy go, 

wholly unaware of the fate that awaited him 
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MAD KIDNAPPER! 



What lay here, under these palm leaves and this crude symbolic cross ( under arrow) tied with string? Was this a blind -a faked 
tomb, characteristic of the mad mind that conceived the diabolical letter of the “ Three Kings?” Or — were the enraged searchers 
to find beneath these strange tokens the pitiful remains that would break a father’s heart? 


and that he was to call for the Jamieson boy at the school. 

Soon after, an automobile drove up and stopped in front 
of the Administration Building. A man of Oriental extraction 
stepped out. He wore a white suit similar to those worn by 
hospital internes, dark glasses, and no hat. He had heavy, 
black hair. Another man, also described as an Oriental 
by Miss Winne, remained in the car. The man who got out 
asked Miss Winne for the Jamieson boy. When told that 
there were four Jamieson boys in the school, the man stated 
that he had come for the boy who was the son of the man 
who was vice-president of the Hawaiian Trust Company. 

He was asked about Mrs. Jamieson’s condition and an- 
swered that it was believed that she was not seriously hurt. 
The Jamieson boy was called from his classes and upon 
starting to leave, turned and asked Miss Winne if it was 
all right to go with the man. He was assured that it was 
all right. Under his little arm he carried a book from the 
school library, “Father’s Gone a’Whaling.” 

XJAWAII, in comparison with mainland United States, 
has always been exceptionally free of crime. This is 
due, in part, to the natural air of peacefulness of the islands 
and, in part, to their physical isolation. A criminal attempt- 
ing to depart from the islands suffers a handicap that does 
not exist on the mainland. For these reasons the people of 
the islands are nt>t as suspicious of crime as are most com- 
munities on the mainland, nor as careful. It must be noted 
also that the chauffeurs of wealthy families often called at 
the school for children, so the incident was quite in keeping 
with a regular practice. Nothing had occurred up to the 
time of the departure of the boy from his school that should 
have caused Miss Winne to suspect any irregularity. 

Gill was the only child of Mr. and Mrs. Frederick W. 


Jamieson, residing at 2751 Kahawai Street in Manoa Valley. 
He was a smiling, blue-eyed lad, not too strong for a ten- 
year-old boy, stood about four feet and eight inches in height, 
and weighed eighty-five pounds. His parents belonged to one 
of the well-to-do leading families of Honolulu and there is 
no doubt that little Gill had a rosy future ahead of him. 

Shortly before two o'clock that same afternoon, a letter 
was delivered, by messenger, to Mr. Jamieson at his office 
at the Hawaiian Trust Company. Telling of the kidnapping, 
the letter demanded $10,000 ransom, specifying how and in 
what manner to deliver the money. The letter further 
warned the father that any attempt to notify the police, or 
his failure to follow instructions would result in the immed- 
iate death of his son. The letter was signed, “The Three 
Kings.” intimating that there were three men implicated in 
the kidnapping. The letter, which follows, appears to have 
been taken from a book entitlel "Six Proud Walkers." 
Although the police checked the borrowers of this book 
from the public library, no definite clue was established. 

/~\N pages 32 and 33 is a photographic reproduction of the 
original letter from the kidnapper. Some parts of this 
facsimile are difficult to decipher, so we are giving below a 
printed copy of the body of the letter: 

Will KKK Kings Tuesday Sept. 18 

God Save The This Day no other 

9 AM 

Mr. Frederick W. Jamieson, Esq., 

Sir, 

The fates have decided so we have been given this privilege in 
writing you on this important matter. We presume you will be 
alarmed at first. Nevertheless, we hope that you get over this 
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surprise soon and listen to the writers 
jneiy. What is it all about? 

YOUR SON IS KIDNAPPED 
KOR RANSON 

la-i us be calm in this — we assure you that 
vour son is at present well and safe. He will 
x- as long as you obey each and every one o' 

'in commands. If on the other hand you DC 
M *T carry out our instructions, you can hope 
or nothing but DEATH to your son. WE 
MEAN IT. 

sir: In your business life, you no doubt have 
ound that ‘'CONFIDENCES” in your fellow 
■urn is a great factor. Isn’t that true? Now, 
icrr in this case, we want you to have the 
utmost confidence in us. Have all fears 
wept aside. Do what we say and you will 
er your son again. Eight us and you will 
icver see him. nay, he will be but a shadow, 
ifeless. Rut let us not dwell on the tragedy. 
Make your decision on the better side of it. 
Itelow are the instructions on which the whole 
venture depends. 

YOU ARE IX) CARRY OUT THE 
KOI .1.0 WING — 

I. keep this matter a Secret. DO NOT 
lotifv or seek help from outsiders, it — police 
• ir deteetives. 

I.et us remind you this — That every kid- 
napping case we studied, "OUTSIDEiRS” 
iave been notified and all with DISAS- 
TROUS results on both parties. Do you 
want this to happen? We advise you that 
■iny trickery be avoided. As we say: have 
S "iifidence and cooperate with us. 

II. Have TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS 
SIO.OOO) on hand TODAY, before 2 P. M. 
They are to be entirely of OLD BILLS of 
the following denominations: 

U.OOO-in- TEN dollar and FIVE dollar bills. 

At right and top picture on opposite page 
shows photographic reproduction of the 
iriginal letter sent by the mysterious kid- 
napper to little Gill Jamieson’s grief- 
stricken father, at his office in the Hawaiian 
Trust Company building, at 2 P.M., the 
lay after the kidnapping. Note the enig- 
matic signature and the weird notations 
and symbols used by the kidnapper 

Below) Crowd of enraged citizens gathered 
in front of Honolulu Police Headquarters 
when word flashed over the city that little 
Gill Jamieson had been slain by the mad 
kidnapper, and his body located. Was it 
only another false rumor’ 




84.000- in-TWENTY dollar bills. 

82.000- in-FIFTY dollar bills. 


% 10,000-Total amount — no more no 
less. 

Now then — These must be free of 
any identification whatsoever. Any 
attempt to mark or take numbers 
or any attempt to trace the money 
will render the entire venture futile. 

III. Have money in plain wrapper se- 
surely Also have all letters addressed 
to you by us wrapped together with 
the bills. Do not destroy letters. Sim- 
ply return them by that method. — 
Do not take samples of this writing 
though we have no fear. We are too 
cautious — even the “tell tale’’ type- 
writer is not used by us. Remember, 
we know our business as you know 
yours thoroughly. Nothing will pre- 
vent us from seeking our ultimate 
goal 

IV. This is the manner in which we 
take to meet and exchange our hold- 
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players. We arc now about to play our 
part in our secret drama entitled "THE 
THREE WALKING SHADOWS.” Note 
that we arc but three poor walking shadows — 
Right on your receipt of this letter, you are to 
be watched by us, your action and your every 
detailed movement. So beware. You are 
not dealing with a lone hand. We want to 
make it simple for you. Just do as we have 
instructed and all be well with all. We want 
clean money unspotted by blood. But any 
false move on your part will result in death. 

It comes all to this — We arc placing your 
son’s life on your own shoulders. And then 
OUR’S will be at stake too. Who knows, 
perhaps yours too, even. Then your’s will 
be the decision to decide our fate. A lot of 
responsibility for one. Be true and you will 
not regret it. What is money compared to 
life, sir. WE KNOW ALL WILL COME 
OUT THE WAY WE WANT. WE TRUST 
YOU. 

A S a final warning — this is a strictly com- 
mercial proposition and we are prepared 
to put our threat into execution should we 
have reasonable grounds to believe that you 
have committed an infraction of the above 
instructions. However should you carefully 
carry out our commands faithfully, we can 
assure you that your son will be safely re- 
turned to you right on the minute that we 
make our prearranged transaction. Do right 
by us and we will do the same. Do wrong and 
we will stop at nothing. Too much words 
have been wasted but we hope this long letter 
will get vou thinking straight. After all 
"THE THREE SHADOWS" will walk to 
an end. So let us do our best as planned. 
We hope you will like our "directorship.” 

End of "THR E E WAI.KI NG S H A DOWS” 
“Never Was A Kingdom So Poor” 

or so Foolish — -f- -J- “We 3” Kings 

Without Crowns THE THREE KINGS 
K + K + K + 


( Below ) Note arrow at left of picture. The 
crowd is gazing at spot where little white 
shirt and jacket, covered with blood-stains, 
were found under the house, corner of which 
is shown. Here, then, was where the fleeing 
kidnapper was trying to cover his tracks! 


ings. The time and place is to be given you 
later by phone or letter. Be prepared for it. 

C OME along prepared with car (?) time 
(?) stop at directed place, lights out 10 
seconds then on. Await — First man will 
come to you then. Let him enter car. 
His’purpose is to see how you are and to 
sec that there is no foul play. Another 
purpose is to see if you have the right sum 
of money at hand. Show and count for 
him. If all is well, he will tell you to BLOW 
a horn — a signal for the rest of us to ap- 
proach you with your son in another car. 
Transaction is to be made then and there 

before your eyes. Be true and so be it 

V. Obey all further instructions when 
given you perhaps by phone or letter. Be 
at home at NINE o’clock P. M. when we 
will either telephone or send you a letter 
directing when and where to come for 
the meeting. 

Sir: 

The world is a mere stage in which 
we humans are the humble actors or 
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officials. Mr. Jamieson had l>een instructed in 
the letter to he at home at nine o’clock that night 
at which time he would receive further instruc- 
tions, either hy phone or letter. With that much to 
go by, the (Kilice laid plans to trap the kidnappers. 


Left) Harry Kaisan, former chauffeur of the Jamieson 
family. He had a tough “break," for he was suspected, 
grilled by the police and later was found to be entirely inno- 
cent of any wrong-doing. His case is an effective example 
of the danger of false conclusions built upon suspicious cir- 
cumstances only 


A I' eight forty-five that evening Mr. Jamieson 
received a telephone message telling him 
to drive to Thomas Square, a park not far 
from the Honolulu business district. He was 
instructed to park his car opposite the Hono- 
lulu Academy of Arts, to take the $10,000 ran- 
som money, to go alone and not to be followed. 
He drove to Thomas Square as directed and 
parked his car. 

After a few minutes a masked Oriental youth 
came up and asked Mr. Jamieson if he had thy 
money. Receiving a reply in the affirmative, 
the Oriental got into the car and instructed Mr. 
Jamieson to drive on. 

Following directions, Mr. Jamieson drove a 
distance of about half a mile and turned into a 
little used dirt road which skirts the McKinley 
High School athletic field, and which leads to 
a rather dense growth of trees and bushes. 
After driving a short distance down this road, 
Mr. Jamieson was told to stop the car and count 
out the money into his own hat. 

He stopped the car and as he started to count 
the money, the Oriental, who had been carrying 
a hammer all the time, raised it as though he 


Right) Photo show, 
groups of excited citizens 
that quickly gathered in 
front of the Hawaiian 
Trust Company building 
following a report that a 
suspect had been taken 
mside for questioning. Ar- 
row at the left of picture 
points to telephone booth 
from which the kidnapper 
made a call to Mr. 
Jamieson, giving him final 
nstructions for delivering 
the ransom money. This 
act showed the strange re- 
actions of this kidnapper’s 
mind. Notwithstanding 
he was a fugitive, whom 
the police and infuriated 
itizens were searching for, 
he chose to come up to the 
building which housed the 
man to whom he was 
telephoning his ghastly 
message 





I his letter might well have emerged from the deranged 
mind of a madman. It’s strange wording, fantastic symbols 
and weird signature indicated that the writer of it was mad. 
was simulating madness, or else this strange missive was his 
idea ol a practical joke. Whatever the fact may have been, or 
lie real motive back of it. little (.ill Jamieson was missing. 

Mr. Jamieson was, at first, inclined to believe that the 
letter was a joke but. after consideration, he called I’unahou 
School. As soon as he reached Miss Winne and told her who 
he was. she immediately asked how Mrs. Jamieson was get- 
’ing along. Mr. Jamieson then realized the seriousness of the 
matter and very quietly proceeded to get in touch with police 


intended striking Mr. Jamieson, who told him to put 
it down as the money would be paid. Mr. Jamieson 
then asked to lie shown his son before he paid the money, 
but was assured by the Oriental that his son was in the bushes 
nearby and would lie delivered to his father, perfectly safe, 
as soon as the money was paid. Mr. Jamieson then made 
haste to get the money counted, and counted out $4,000 in 
five dollar bills. The youth took this amount and jumped 
out of the car. 

As he did so Mr. Jamieson called out for help. Mainard 
I). Austin and William Choice, visiting friends in one of a 
group of cottages across the street, heard the cries and ran 
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out of the house. Seeing a car with headlights burning, 
parked on the dirt road opposite, they rushed over and saw 
Jamieson, whose identity they learned later, standing with 
one foot on the running board of his car. In front of the 
machine stood an Oriental, masked with a white handker- 
chief. By the glare of the headlights they were able to see 
that he carried a package of bills in his right hand. When the 
two men came up to the car they stopped behind Mr. Jamieson. 
For what seemed like two or three minutes no one spoke. 

Mr. Jamieson then turned to Austin and Choice and said, 
"Go back boys, I want to get my boy back." 

Ignorant of what was up, the two young men returned to 
the cottage across the street, but decided to call the police. 
This they did and returned slowly to the parked automobile. 
As they neared the car they saw the masked man slink off 
into the bushes. Mr. Jamieson was seated in the car and 
as they came up he said, "He has gone off to count the money 
in the bushes. After counting it he is going to bring my 
boy back to me." 

A WAIT of about fifteen minutes then followed, during 
which Mr. Jamieson said nothing. He then started his 
car, backed it into King Street, and started off towards town. 
Choice and Austin did not learn of the kidnapping until the 
following morning when they would have given a great deal 
to' have had the scene of the night before reenacted. 

\rrangements had been made to check all telephone 


(Above) Crowd gathered near the murder spot at Waikiki, 
when word was first received that the body of the 10-year-old 
kidnapper victim had been found. Arrow points to the 
tower of the famous Royal Hawaiian Hotel in the background. 
(Left) Close-up of M. Yoshioka, taken for the newspapers 
immediately after his talk with the detectives, in which he 
convinced them that he was not aware that little Gill Jamieson 
was being kidnapped when he used his car to take the boy 
from the school 

calls to the Jamieson home earlier in the evening. When 
| the message came instructing Mr. Jamieson to drive to 
Thomas Square, thecal) was checked to a booth outside 
the Hawaiian Trust Company's offices. Before the police 
could get there, however, the sender had disappeared. 
I The police had also made arrangements to follow Jamie- 
son’s car when he went to meet the kidnappers, but 
somehow or other they lost track of his machine and did 
not arrive at Thomas Square until after Mr. Jamieson 
had driven off with the Oriental youth. 

The public first learned of the kidnapping when an 
extra was issued late that night. The following morning 
thousands of angry citizens called at the Sheriff's Office 
and volunteered their services to help find the boy, and 
catch the kidnappers. A systematic plan was laid out by 
dividing the city into small districts and detailing small groups 
of searchers to each district. Civic organizations stopped their 
business so that the community's energies could be directed to- 
wards finding <iill Jamieson and apprehending his abductors. 
On the afternoon of September 19th the following letter ap- 
peared in the Honolulu Star Bulletin over the signature of John 
R. Galt, President of the Hawaiian Trust Company: 

[•Alitor 

Honolulu Star Bulletin. 

Honolulu. 

Dear Sir: 

We will pay a reward of $j ,000. no questions asked, to 
anyone who will return Gill Jamieson, alive, either to his 
parents at their home, or to the office of the Hawaiian Trust 
Co., Ltd., 120 South King Street, near Fort Street, Honolulu. 

Another reward of one thousand dollars was offered by an 
unnamed individual, making a total of $6,000 reward on 
the evening of September 19th. 

A NET thrown out by the police brought in several sus- 
pects. A total of eighteen suspects were dressed in white 
suits similar to that worn by the kidnapper and were brought 
before Miss Winne for possible identification. Detective 
Thomas St. John of the Honolulu Police Department, who 
worked on the case, and whose good judgment finally brought 
the man-hunt to a close, said, "Miss Winne is a very keen 
woman. As she looker! at each suspect she was able to note 
the difference between the man before her and the Oriental 
who had called for the child. When she was through 1 had a 
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perfect picture in inv mind of the appearance of the kidnapper." 

Of this number of suspects only two seemed to be of any 
importance. They were Harry Kaisan, Japanese, former 
chauffeur of the Jamieson family, and Samuel K. Nakamura, 
also Japanese. The latter was identified by Alfred Reyes, 
a messenger boy, as the youth who had given him the ransom 
letter to deliver to Mr. Jamieson. It was also said that 
Nakamura had previously attempted a kidnapping on the 
Island of Maui. 

M. Yoshioka, a taxi driver, upon learning of the kid- 
napping. went to the Sheriff's office with the information 
that he had driven a Japanese youth, answering to the de- 
scription given by the school teacher, to Punahou School and 
there picked up a boy corresponding to the description of 
Gill Jamieson. From the school he had been directed to 
drive to Waikiki and had discharged his passengers in the 
driveway of the Royal 




<£>,T~ y. 








& s 







A^4 X 

/£■ zju Jd Jr 

C jl Mi - f . /y**\ 


Jfe. 


ne- 1 


/, i-r.. 


Hawaiian Hotel. 

The body of volunteer 
searchers had grown to many 
thousands. The military' au- 
thorities placed military po- 
lice units at the disposal of 
the Sheriff, and offered him 
as many men as he might 
need in the search. Men, 
women, and children of all 
nationalities joined in the 
search. 

'T'HE acting Consul Gen- 

eral of Japan called upon 
every’ Japanese citizen to co- 
operate and strive to locate 
the missing boy’. Boy' Scout 
troops scoured sections of 
the valleys and hills. The 
schools sent out details of 
school children to comb 
every square foot of land and 
thicket in their particular 
district. All cars entering 
and leaving the city' were 
stopped and searched. Sam- 
pans were required to give 
an accurate account of their 
movements. It would have 
been an utter impossibility 
to move the boy twenty-four 
hours after his taking. 

The police received many 
anonyntrtus calls telling them 
that the boy could be found 
in various places, which led 
to fruitless trips. 

In the meantime, Harry Kaisan, former chauffeur of the 
Jamieson family, was undergoing a severe grilling in the city 
jail. According to the Honolulu Advertiser, suspicion was first 
directed towards him by the kidnapped boy’s mother when she 
called the Pan Service Bureau, the employment agency from 
which he was obtained by her originally, to ask if they' could 
get in touch with him. Kaisan was not hard to find and went 
to the Hawaiian Trust Company’s offices willingly enough, 
anticipating another joh with the Jamiesons. After being 
questioned there, he was held by the police for investigation. 

Two handwriting experts, Mr. Fred T. Bailey, handwriting 
expert of the Bank of Hawaii, and Doctor D. C. Porteus, 
professor in clinical psychology at the University of Hawaii, 
compared samples of Kaisan’s handwriting with that of the 
letter sent to Mr. Jamieson. Bailey declared them to be 
identical, so it was reported, while Doctor Porteus disagreed 
with him, at first, claiming certain of the letters lacked sim- 
ilarity. However, he was later reported to hate agreed 
with Bailey which made matters very dark for Kaisan. 


The former chauffeur underwent a series of grillings; 
he was given a heavy injection of hyoscine hydrobrontide 
in an effort to probe his sub-conscious mind and to make 
him reveal what he knew of the kidnapping. A twilight 
sleep is produced by the use of this drug, during which a 
person may l>e induced to talk and reveal truths that he 
would not disclose while conscious. Kaisan denied any 
knowledge of the crime, of the “Three Kings,” or that he 
had written the letter. Another injection was given him a 
few hours later, but he still did not talk. 

On the morning of September 20th, two days after the 
boy was taken, the following letter was received by the 
Honolulu Star Bulletin-. 

To u-hom it may concern: 

As a result of our recent exploits, we "Three Kings” find 

the community all agog 
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This strange paper was found in the kidnapper’s room by de- 
tectives, the kidnapper himself writing it out before perpetrat 
ing his heinous crime. Note he called it “Schedule of Under- 
taking,” it being, in fact, directions written out for his own use 
in committing the kidnapping 


and in a state of suspense 
and terror for the lost lad. 
To relieve it we have de- 
cided to clear just a part 
of the mystery. 

Mas. Gill Jamieson, 
poor innocent lad, has 
departed for the Un- 
known, a forlorn “ Walk- 
ing Shadow” in the Great 
Beyond, where we all 
go to when the time 
comes. 

Circumstances prevent 
us from giving full infor- 
mation in regard to this 
body’s whereabouts. And 
as to ours, we’ll leave the 
many detectives to appre- 
hend us. When they, the 
“pests,” fail to do that, 
we will, as God’s in 
Heaven, reveal ourselves 
to the light of justice. 
When f Life is short 
when thoughts of leaving 
it forever come to you. 
The day shall be on the 
25th, exactly a week after 
the crime had been com- 
mitted when we promise 
to mount on the scaffold 
of sin to plead guilty and 
the death penalty we are 
to receive. 

Meanwhile we hope 
that God will watch over 
us as He has done during 
We are bad, bad and we’ll 
shall be caught beforehand. 


our adventures in crime, 
let Him decide whether we 

We will not complain but accept His wishes as they befall 
on us. 

The wrong cannot be righted now. We only regret that 
we have brought sorrows to the parents of the boy and ours 
and to the community in general. 

C'NCLOSRD with this letter was one of the five dollar bills 
^ paid to the Oriental youth by Mr. Jamieson (the numbers 
of the bills had been noted) which showed clearly enough 
that the letter had not been sent by some crank. 

This communication was the first real evidence that the 
kidnapped boy was dead. 

The letter had been sent through the mail. 

Shortly before noon of the same day, about fifty hours 
after Gill Jamieson had been taken from his classes, his 
body was discovered by Carl V'ickerv, a McKinley High 
School boy, in a clump of trees and bushes about two hundred 
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feet in the rear of the Seaside Hotel, in Waikiki: about a 
block and a half from where the murderer had dismissed the 
taxi, and less than a stone’s throw from one of the city's 
busiest thoroughfares and the famous Royal Hawaiian Hotel. 

The boy's head had been battered in, his throat was swollen 
from strangulation, while his arms, legs and body were 
covered with bruises, mute evidence of the awful fight he 
must have put up for his life. 

Police Surgeon Robert B. Faus claimed that death had 
taken place not less 
than forty-eight hours 
before, which testi- 
mony substantiated 
the belief that the 
l>oy was dead liefore 
his father had paid over 
the ransom money. 

'T'HE body lay on 
A burlap sacking and 
had been covered with 
newspapers. These 
had been weighed 
down with three palm 
fronds. Over these a 
crude wooden cross 
had been placed. This 
was made by tying two 
sticks together with a 
siring. The face was 
covered with a piece of 
folded pasteboard, in- 
side of which was writ- 
ten, “If you want to 
iiie, have you the right 
to hill others so that you 
will in turn be killed I 
It is for you to decide 
is the answer.” 

The following misquoted selection from the Fifth 
\ct. Scene V, of “Macbeth” was also found: 

Tomorrow, and tomorrow and tomorrow. Creeps this 
petty pace from day to day and all our yesterdays — light 
fools away to dusty death — out, brief candle, life is but a mere 
shadow — a poor player that frets and struts his hours upon the 
stage and then is heard no more — It is a tale told by an idiot, 
desk of sound and fury signifying nothing. Three Kings — KKK. 


On one of the newspapers that covered the body was a 
picture of a movie actress. Scribbled across this were the 
words: “Ah, these movies. They are too much for me. They 
leave me on the floor in collapse, waiting for the count.” A 
playing card, the deuce of hearts, torn in half, was found 
near the body. On one half two lines were copied from Walt 
Whitman's poem, “Oh, Captain, My Captain:’’ 


forgive us.” The poem, “Immortality,” by Spencer McCann, 
on a page torn from the Literary Digest, and covered with 
blood, was clutched in the boy’s left hand. Between his out- 
stretched legs was the book, “Father’s Cone a’W haling," 
which he had carried with him to his death, perhaps clutching 

it to him in fear as he 
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(1) At this spot Mr. Jamieson 
parked his car to meet the 
masked kidnapper. Dotted 
line marks the route taken by 
car bearing Jamieson and the 
kidnapper. (2) Mainard 
Austin and William Choice 
were visiting in one of these 
cottages when they heard 
Jamieson’s cry for help. (3) 
Spot where Jamieson stopped 
his car and counted out (4,000 
in cash which he gave to the 
kidnapper, on the promise 
his son would then be re- 
turned to him. (4) Where little 
Gill Jamieson was supposed 
to be held awaiting delivery 
of the ransom money to the 
kidnapper 


"Hut, oh. Heart, Heart, 

Oh, the bleeding drops of red,” 

The murderer had waxed poetical himself 
and completed the stanza as follows: 


“ Here lies the boy, so innocent — cold and dead." 

These words were written on the other half 
of the deuce of hearts: “Fate shall detide 
when one shall die for this but, oh, God 




was hurried along by 
his unknown captor. 
A few feet away on a 
rude board flooring 
were the words, “The 
sign of the Three 
Kings.” An empty 
Three Kings cigarette 
package and two 
(Cont'd on page 93 ) 

( Left to right) Detec- 
tives St. John, Chilling- 
worth, Luke, and Fuku- 
moto. These are the 
four men who, accompa- 
nied in their car by the 
sister of the kidnapper, 
searched through the 
streets of Honolulu for 
the elusive fugitive, and 
finally captured him 
under most unusual cir- 
cumstances, namely, as 
he stood idly leaning up 
against a telephone pole, 
reading a newspaper 
account of the man- 
hunt that was on to get 
him I 


“HONEY” SARLO 

By Jacob K. Tryon 

Sheriff of Gloucester County, New Jersey 


^5 told to P. L. Trussell 



A popular ; innocent 1 7-year- 
old girl, affectionately known 
as u Honey ff Sarlo— beloved by 
her neighbors and her many 
friends. WHO would want 
to kill her? And WHY? 

Ml. MOST entirely covered by the shrubbery on the bank 
/ 1 of Mantua Creek, four miles front Woodbury. New 
JL. A. Jersey, lay the body of a young girl. She had been 
beautiful — but not now. She had been a happy, inno- 
cent girl of seventeen years, a teacher of small children in her 
Sunday School; a girl who had found happiness in her home — 
a “girl with no boy friends.” 

Now, her mutilated body lay stretched beside the stream, 
shot and battered, her face blackened by strangulation caused 
by two strands of wire, pulled tightly around her throat. 

It lay there early in the morning of Sunday, October 2nd, 
1927 — in the ordinary run of circumstances to be undiscovered 
for months or years. The girl's form was hidden in the 
shadows of a concrete bridge fifteen feet above, which spanned 
the stream. 

Only Chance could have brought about the discovery — and 
Chance stepped in. 

Wilson F.deltnan, a resident of the town of Wood bury, 

countv seat of 


(Above) Sheriff 
Jacob K. Tryon, 
who recounts this 
sensational case, 
and who solved it 
through some ex- 
cellent detective 
work 

(Right) This is the 
Essex car that 
played an important 
part in the case. A 
girl friend of 
“Honey” Sarlo had 
the presence of mind 
to note, and write 
down, the license 
number of this car 
when she saw the 
doomed girl enter 
it with a "friend,” 
not long before its 
discovery by de- 
tectives, in a badly 
burned condition, 
as shown 



Gloucester 
County, New Jer- 
sey, was a con- 
firmed pedestrian. 
Daily he walked 
the country roads 
outside of Wood- 
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and the FIEND 


Rose "Honey" Sarlo, central figure in this tragic case 


PDELMAN, aglow 
from his exercise, 
paused at the bridge. He 
leaned against the para- 
pet. ruminating on the 
delights of the open air 
and the beauties of na- 
ture about him. 

As he looked 
about him he no- 
ticed that the 
gravel at one side 
of the roadway 
had been dis- 
turbed as though 
by scuffling feet. 

Interested 
strangely, he 
looked closer. 

There were several 
dark spots in the 
dirt — suspicious 
looking spots 
which caused him 
to extend his 
search. The spots, 
small and indis- 
tinct as they were, 
seemed to lead 
from the center 
of the roadway to 
the parapet. 

Kdelman leaned 
from the bridge 
railing, scanning the sluggish waters of the Mantua Creek 
below. His eyes swept first one bank of the stream and 
then the other. Finally, an unusually colorful object caught 
his eye. Deep in the undergrowth beside the stream he dis- 
tinguished a beaten human form — that of a young girl. 

Fdelman clambered down the embankment beside the bridge 
to verify his discovery. After a hurried look at the tragedy 


before him, he ran to a neighboring farmhouse and telephoned 
to County Detective Andrew J. Scott at Woodbury. 

f WAS having breakfast in my home at Pitman, eight miles 
away, that Sunday morning when, at 7:45 o’clock, my 
telephone rang. When I answered it a voice said: 

"This is Detective Scott, Sheriff. The body of a girl has 


bury before taking up his 
tasks of the day. And on 
Sundays he stretched his 
jaunts to farther terri- 
tory'. This day he had left 
his home early, expecting 
to spend the day on his 
beloved countryside. He 
stepped out briskly in the 
bracing October air, 
swinging down the Man- 
tua - Wenonah Highway, 
which connects the two 
South Jersey towns for 
which it is named. 

As previously men- 
tioned, Edelman was four 
miles from Woodbury 
when he reached the con- 
crete bridge over the 
Mantua Creek, a narrow, 
sluggish stream, running 
between rocky banks 
covered with tangled un- 
derbrush. It was about 
seven o'clock and there 
was virtually no traffic 
on the road. 
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insulated copper wire — such as is used in wiring the ignition 
systems of automobiles — drawn so tightly around her throat 
that the wires had cut deeply into the flesh. 

She wore a double rope of imitation pearls — a touch of 
vanity in the maze of tragedy — which pitifully circled her 
throat beside the wires which had choked out her life. 

Beside the body was a box of fried oysters, still intact, 
evidently thrown from the bridge with the body. In a 
pocket of the coat we found a bank book. This showed a 
deposit of three dollars made the previous night in the 
Christmas Savings Club of the Farmers and Mechanics 
Bank of Woodbury. 

npi l E bank book lx>re the name of Louis Sarlo, and when the 
name was read aloud, someone in the crowd which had 
gathered cried: 

“It's Louis Sarlo's girl! It’s ‘Honey’ Sarlo!" 

It was Rose Sarlo, the seventeen year old daughter of 
a Woodbury butcher. She had been known throughout 
Woodbury as “Honey” — a name which had clung to her 
from babyhood. And among members of the Sunday 
School of St. Patrick's Roman Catholic Church in Wood- 
bury' she was known as “Little Sunshine," because of her 
sunny disposition and general popularity. 

With the establishment of the girl’s identity I left the 
body in care of Detective Scott, while Trooper Smith and I, 
in my car, hurried to the Sarlo home at 122 North Broad 


(Above) Ruth Jones Yarrow, who was be 
lieved to have been the victim of the same 
killer who murdered "Honey” Sarlo. This 
theory vanished however, when she drama 
tically reappeared, alive and well -and led the 
fight to save from death the very man who it 
was feared had slain her! (Right) The grief- 
stricken family of Rose Sarlo, from a photo- 
graph taken after the tragedy. They are her 
brother, Joseph, 19; Louis Sarlo, her father; 
Louis, Jr., brother, 16; Mrs. Sarlo and little 
Robert, 6 years of age 


been found under the Mantua Creek bridge on 
the Mantua-Woodbury Highway. She has been 
murdered.” 

Without waiting for details 1 got out my car 
and drove quickly to the bridge. There I met 
Detective Scott and State Trooper J. C. Smith, 
who had responded when news of the discovery 
reached the State Police barracks at Berlin, 
Camden County, New' Jersey. 

We climbed down the rocky embankment be- 
side the bridge and made our way into the 
shadows where the body lay. The body was 
that of a beautiful young girl of seventeen 
years. She was five feet, three inches tall, and 
weighed about 135 pounds. Her hair was 
dressed in long curls — they were black — which 
hung below her shoulders. 

She w'ore a pink dress and a black coat and 
black stockings, and on her left foot was a black 
slipper. The slipper for the right foot was 
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missing. 


'T'HF girl had been shot twice. One bullet had passed 
through her head, entering the left temple and emerging 
from the right. The other bullet had pierced the body 
slightly above the heart. It had passed through the body 
and lodged against a metal stay in an undergarment and fell 
from her clothes when the body was moved. It was of .32 
caliber. 

Her skull had been fractured by a blow or blows, while 
her features had been mutilated by repeated blows. The 
face was blackened by congested blood, due to strangula- 
tion w'hich had been accomplished with two strands of 


Street, Woodbury to interviev the parents of Rose Sarlo. 

"M^WS of the murder had preceded us. Julius Metzger. 

' employer of Rose’s father, had been informed of the 
tragedy and had gone to the Sarlo home in an effort to 
soften the blow to the parents. Despite his efforts, Louis 
Sarlo had collapsed when informed of his loss, and Mrs. 
Sarlo was in hysterics. 

Trooper Smith and I began our investigation in the 
Sarlo home and its immediate neighborhood. This is what 
we learned in our preliminary questioning: 


"Honey” Sarlo and the Fiend . 41 



mother, awakening at 
2:30 o'dock Sunday 
morning, looked into 
Rose's room and saw 
that the bed had not 
been disturbed. From 
that time on, the 
mother had been fran- 
tic about the girl’s 
disappearance, but 
had failed to notify 
the police. 


Have they got the right man? This photo shows Yarrow, handcuffed, in custody of Sheriff Try on (with 
his arm about Yarrow’s shoulder) surrounded by Gloucester County detectives and New Jersey 
State police, as tire murder suspect is being led over the scene where it was believed Rose "Honey” 

Sarlo was brutally slain 


Rose Sarlo was of a pleasant, happy disposition. She 
was enwrapped in her work in St. Patrick’s Church Sunday 
School, where she had taught young children for more 
than a year. She had been a student in the Woodbury 
High School, leaving at the end of her sophomore year in 
1926. 

After leaving school she had obtained a position with the 
Croft Woolen Mills Company, in Camden; New Jersey, 
eight miles front her home. And daily she had made the 
trip to and from Camden by bus line. 

Rose was looked upon as a “model girl.” Her interests 
apparently lay in her home and in her Sunday School work. 
Woodbury folks insisted that, despite her beauty and general 
popularity, she had been a “girl without boy friends.” 

Of her movements on the fatal Saturday night Mr. and 
Mrs. Sarlo could tell us little. Her three brothers, Joseph, 
nineteen years old, who was employed with his father; 
Louis, Jr., sixteen years old, a high school student, and 
Robert, six years old. were also unable to aid us in trac- 
ing the girl to the scene of her slaying. 

DOSE never before had been missing from her home 
later than 1 1 o’clock at night. On the fatal Saturday 
night she had eaten her supper with the family, happy and 
carefree. She had accepted three dollars from her father 
for de)>osit in his Christmas fund account and said she 
would stop at the hank, which is located on Broad Street, 
near Coojter Street, in Woodbury, dose to the County 
Court House. As she left the Sarlo home. Rose called back 
to her mother: 

“Mother, I’m going to stop at the bank first, and then 
go to the five-and-ten-cent store and get a present for Bob- 
bie. I’ll stop in and see Dad at the market, and then I'm 
going to go to a movie — probably to the late show. But 
I'll be home by eleven o'clock.” 

That was the last time Rose’s mother saw her alive. The 


\ SEARCH through 
effects in 
Rose's room, however, 
gave us our first work- 
ing due. We learned 
that Rose — the 
“girl with no boy 
friends" — had at least 
one ardent admirer. 
Tucked away with her 
cherished possessions, 
including a diary 
which told of her 
conscientious attend- 
ance at church and 
her daily thoughts 
about her work, were 
a half-dozen notes, 
most of them in pen- 
cil and on cheap 
paper. 

One read: 

“Curley Head— 
Would you like lo go 
to a show with me 
Saturday evening in Woodbury or Philadelphia? I promise 
to bring you home early. Shake your head ‘yes’ or ‘no’ 
when I go by. 

“I have never thought of anyone as I am thinking of you. 

I have to admit I have fallen hard. Are you sure you tried 
to get out, dear? There must be some way that you can get 
out for two hours. Love.” 

A note which bore no date follows: 

“I am sorry that you cannot get out and I am disap- 
pointed. Can you slip away for a while and meet me at 
Red Bank Avenue ? Tell your mother you are going for a 
walk." 

Fragments from other notes read: 

“If you will let me, I will meet you every day after school.” 
“I would like to give you a note every day when I pass at 
7:31. I am loving you more every day." 

Another undated note said : 

“I am sorry, little sweetheart, that I could not stop last 
night to get the note, for I was late. 1 was looking for you 
every time I passed after that, but you were not around. So. 
try to forgive me and I'll try never to be late again when I 
am expecting a note from you. 

“Tell Agnes I did not see Charles until this morning and 
I gave him the note then, and I suppose he will answer it 
this afternoon. Are you trying to go with me tonight ? 
Please try, dear, to go, and then I’U tell you how much I 
love you. Give me an answer to the other note also. I am 
anxious to have that question answered. So, I will close 
with love.” 

Still another missive said: 

“Dear Rose — Was so glad to see you yesterday. You 
looked real sweet. I hope your mother, also yourself, goes 
to town again. Don't you think. Rose, dear, that if you were 
to ask your mother to let me take you to a show that she 
would let you go? There isn’t any harm in that. I do 
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not see why she should refuse you. You will go out with a 
fellow some time, so why not now ? I am sure l would be 
decent and respect you in all ways. I cannot do anything 
more than that, I am sure. What are you going to do 
Saturday night ? Are you going to slay home or have you a 
party to attend? If you have a party to go to, do not go, 
but meet me. How will that be? Write me a nice long letter 
next tim <•, as you owe me one for the two long ones l wrote 
you. / usually go by at ten to one, so watch for me. 

“ \fy sister is trying to read this. She keeps walking in 
back of me. I have something else / want to tell you, but I 
must see you for a while to do so. I am getting nervous from 
the walking around. I am going to close, sweetheart, and / 
hope the letter you give me is a long one. I could read them 
forever. I never grow tired of them. I will close with love.” 


'T'ROOBER Smith and l took the notes and other bits of 
* evidence we had found in the Sarlo home and drove down 
the street, spreading the notes out on the seat of my car 
after we had parked at a quiet spot. 

We thought that the notes might lead to the murderer of 
the girl. Our conversations with neighbors and members of 
the dead girl's family indicated clearly that Rose Sarlo had 
been a good girl. We felt sure that the murder must have 
been com- 
mitted by some- 
one who had 
the girl’s confi- 
dence and had 
lured her to her 
death, or that 
force had been 
used, for she 
was not the 
type of young- 
ster to be 
“picket! up” by 
a stranger. 


Monday. I'm going to the movies before 1 go home.” 

Rose next was seen by Miss Blanche Sweeten, nineteen 
years old, of 12 1 North Broad Street, Woodbury, which is 
directly across the street from the Sarlo home. She declared 
she had seen Rose about 10:30 o’clock across the street from 
the post office, not far front the motion picture theater where 
Rose had told her mother and father she was going. 

Miss Sweeten was a close friend of Rose. She saw her talk- 
ing with two young men. It seemed strange to Miss Sweeten 
that Rose — the “girl with no boy friends” — should be talking 
with the youths on the street, so she lookyed back several 
times to watch the group as she walked down the street. 

AS Miss Sweeten watched Rose and the two youth - on the 
sidewalk, an Essex coach passed them, the horn blowing. 
When Miss Sweeten had passed down Broad Street as far as 
Newton Avenue, she saw what she believed to be the same 
Essex car, parked in front of the post office. As she con- 
tinued down the street, past the Brewer Hospital, she glanced 
back again and saw a girlish figure — probably Rose — walk- 
ing down the slope near the Quaker Cemetery. Then she 
saw Rose engage in conversation with another man and 
finally enter the Essex car. 

Miss Sweeten was so curious about Rose and “who her 
boy Iricnd might be” that she stopped to watch the car 
move off. Scarcely conscious of what she was doing, she 
looked for the license plates to see the number. She wrote 


Yarrow, in his cell, is being questioned by Sheriff Tryon left i relative to the disappearance of Yarrow's wife, two years previous. 
The prisoner insisted that he did not know where she was, and that they had parted friends 


Trooper Smith and 1 spread the dragnet and the county 
IM>lice and State Troopers began to pick up bits of evidence 
which fitted into our suspicions. 

Further trace of Rose's movements on Saturday night 
showed that she had first gone to the bank on Broad Street 
and made the deposit for her father. From the bank, ap- 
parenily, she had gone to the iive-and- ten-rent store, also 
on Broad Street, where she had bought a box of little tin 
soldiers for her brother, Bobbie, who was to celebrate his 
seventh birthday soon. 

Her next st< p was at the butcher shop of Metzger, where 
her father and brother, Joseph, were employed. At the shop 
she had chatted with Metzger and her father, and on leav- 
ing had said to her father: 

"Daddy, please bring home two dill pickles for my lunch 


it down on a slip of paper and put it in her handbag. The 
number was Z-4303. 

Benjamin Barrett and William Bollinger, both neigh- 
bors of the Sarlo family, verified a part of Miss Sweden's 
story. They, too, had seen Honey talking with two youths 
in front of the post office, or across the street from the 
Federal Building. They, too, put the time at 10:30 o’clock. 

/|N investigating the notes found in Rose's room more 
thoroughly, we discovered one signed “George.” Further 
investigation showed that Rose had been acquainted with a 
bus driver. This led Trooper Smith and myself to believe 
that these notes had been written by the driver of a motor 
bus on the Philadelphia-Woodbury Interstate Line, whose 
name was George and on whose bus ( Continued on page 80) 


What Became of 

EUGENE BASSETT? 



On his way to take 
up the position of 
Secretary to the 
American Admi- 
ral at Manila, 
Philippine Islands, 
Eugene Bassett 
mysteriously van- 
ished! His friends 
all admitted he 


early August, 1928, when 
young Bassett said fare- 
well to his father and 
mother he was sitting at 
the wheel of a splendid new 
blue Chrysler roadster, 
1929 model, of a type not 
yet on display in many 
Pacific Coast cities, to 
which he headed, so that 
when he reached Chehalis 
in 'Western Washington 
on August 1 1 th, people 
turned their heads to look 
at the new car, and paused 
to examine it as it stood 
beside the curb. 


had no reason to disappear 
VOLUNTARILY. What, 
then, had happened to 
him ? Had he been kid- 
napped?. . . .MURDERED? 

If so— WHY? 


(Left) Eugene 
Bassett, the man 
who so strangely 
vanished. This 
photograph was 
taken at the time he 
was an aviator in the 
U. S. Navy during the 
World War 


I T was an evening in July 1928. The Tennis Club 
of Tome Institute, Port Deposit, Maryland, was 
in session. The meeting was of particular im- 
portance. One of the Institute’s most beloved 
members, who had been business manager for four 
years, had received notice a few days before of his 
appointment as secretary .to the American Admiral at 
Manila, Philippine Islands. In a short time he 
would be on his way across the continent to take a 
boat for the Orient and his new job. 

James Eugene Bassett had made a good record 
as manager of the club — his associates were proud 
to honor him — and when the young man reached 
home that night he proudly exhibited a new wrist 
watch, a token of the esteem in which he was held 
by his fellow members. When he retired he was very happy. 

Several times during the next week or so Bassett’s mother, 
Mrs. Frank P. Bassett, and the boy’s sweetheart, Miss Fay 
Strout, commented to the proud young man, on the beauty 
of the watch which he wore at all times upon his wrist. 

It was on his wrist when he l»de goodbye to his family in 
AnnaiMtlis, during the first week in August — but the next 
time a saddened father and mother were to view it, the watch 
was an important ex- 
hibit in a grand larceny 
trial in a court-room at 
Seattle, Washington, 
and the son had dropped 
from sight as completely 
as though he had been 
swallowed by the sea, 
or blown to bits by 
some giant blast 

On that morning in 


^THF time sped swiltly — 
Bassett was happy. The 
trying years of his flying 
days in the World War 
were behind him, and he 
was on his way to new ad- 
ventures and a new job, so 
he thought. 

His first destination in 
the State of Washington 
was the U. S. Navy Yard, 
at Bremerton, just across 
the bay from the City of 
Seattle. Here he was to visit in the home of his 
sister, whose husband. Commander Theodore 
Winters, was in charge of the station. 

Sunday morning, August 12th, the blue roadster 
rolled onto the ferry at Colman Dock in Seattle, 
and two hours later Bassett sat at breakfast in the 
home of Commander Winters at Bremerton. 


By Prosecuting Attorney 
Ewing D. Colvin 
of Seattle, Washington 

As told to Hollis B. Fultz 


had his transporta- 
was to sail on a 
government ticket from Seattle on September 
8th. He was a complete stranger in the section 
where he had arrived, and knew no one except 
the relatives with whom he was staying, and who 
had been instrumental in securing the new position for him. 
Thus he spent a few happy days with the sister, of whom he 
was very fond, and then on the morning of September 5th, 
Bassett left Bremerton with his automobile to catch a ferry 
which would get him to Seattle by 10 o’clock— and was 
never thereafter seen by his relatives. 

On the evening of that same day Mrs. Winters received a 
telegram from her brother, filed in Seattle, reading: 

I HAVE SOLD MY CAR 
AND MET A FRIEND. 
AM GOING TO VAN- 
COUVER FOR A 
COUPLE OF DAYS. 
WILL RETURN FRI- 
DAY— GENE. 

Friday came, but Bas- 
sett did not return to 
Bremerton. Commander 
Winters, knowing of no 
friends as represented 
in the telegram, became 
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suspicious. The Seattle authorities were notified and thus be- 
gan a hunt for Bassett which is unequalled in the history of 
Northwest Police annals. 

Commander Winters first made inquiries of the custom 
officers at Blaine on the Canadian border, ioo miles north of 
Seattle — the blue roadster had not passed over the line. The 
Commander caused a search to be made at the hotels in 
Vancouver, B. C. No trace of his missing brother-in-law was 
to lie found. 

Bassett's ticket was still in possession of his sister and such 
money as he had was in a Bremerton bank, so it was with 
faint hope that Commander Winters personally went to the 
President Cleveland, on which the young man was to sail, and 
made a search through the staterooms, conferred with the 
officers, and watched the visitors and passengers on the ship, 
until ready to depart. 

By now it was September 8th. 

N E last chance was lef t — Com mander Win ters asked t he of- 
ficersof the boat to radio him if Bassett boarded the boat 
at Victoria, B. C. The President Cleveland reached the Canadian 
city and Commander Winters was radioed that Bassett did not 
get alioard. To make doubly sure, the Commander again 
radioed the ship at sea and received a reply that while Bassett 
was listed as a passenger, he was not on board the boat. 

So the Clevela ml sailed with an empty stateroom and officers 
in Seattle and all through the Northwest, convinced that 
Bassett had met with foul play, set the machinery' of detection 


and law in motion to find the whereabouts of the blue roadster. 

It was here that 1 became personally interested in the case. 

Almost immediately it became apparent that if Bassett 
had lieen murdered the motive would lie robbery; for having 
no friends outside the family in the Northwest, it was not 
likely that he had any enemies. With Bassett’s money in the 
Bremerton bank and his ticket in possession of his sister, the 
only thing he had of value was his car — the blue roadster. 

From Commander Winters and his wife 1 learned that 
Bassett had at first intended to take the car to Manila with 
him, but on persuasion of the Commander had decided to sell 
it, and buy a new car in the Islands. With this in mind, 
Bassett had a “for sale” ad inserted in the Seattle Times, date 
of September 1st. 

From Theodore Winters, junior, son of the Commander, 
I got my first valuable information. The boy told me that on 
the afternoon of September 4th, his uncle, Eugene Bassett 
had come to the home in the Bremerton Navy Yard with a 
man whom he introduced as Mr. Clark. Bassett went upstairs 
and remained for some time. Theodore and two 
boy friends stayed in the living room where they 
were playing cards, but Clark walked out of the 
room into an adjoining den where he remained 
with his back to the boys, looking out a window 
until Bassett came down the stairs and an- 
nounced that he was taking Clark to catch the 
late afternoon boat to Seattle. 

Eater that evening Bassett told Mrs. Winters 
that he had found a purchaser for his 
automobile, who would pay him Si, 600 
cash therefor. Bassett told his sister 
that the prospect was a Mr. Clark, a 
bachelor, like himself, a very well 
appearing man who lived with his 
aunt some distance north of the 
University of Washington district, 
which lies in the northern end of the 
City of Seattle. Bassett said that 
Clark was very anxious to buy the 
automobile, but that he would have to 
take it out and show it to his aunt who 
was furnishing the money for the pur- 
chase. He said he was to meet Clark 
the next morning, and take the car out 
to show it to the aunt. The meeting place 
had been fixed as the Col man dock. 
Until this time everything was apparently going along fine. 

Mrs. Winters cautioned her brother about the danger of 
carrying such a sum as Si, 600 on his person, and Bassett told 
her that Mr. Clark had agreed to give him a certified check 
for the amount. 

/~\N the morning of September 5th, Bassett left the home 
of his sister to keep his appointment with Clark. She 
asked him to make some purchases for her in Seattle, which 
he agreed to do as soon as he had disposed of his automobile, 
saying he would bring the packages back with him on the 
afternoon boat. 

If he ever got that afternoon boat no one ever saw him. 

That fateful morning, while on the ferry boat, it became 
necessary for some reason or other for Bassett, at the request 
of the crew on the boat to move his automobile. It was 
against the rules of the company to start the engine, so the 
auto was moved by Bassett, assisted by a meinlier of the 
crew. Bassett removed his coat, and assisted by Frederick 
Tremblay, pushed the car into a new position. 

All this tended to show that Bassett was on his way at the 
appointed time to keep his date with Clark, and no doubt 
with death. But at the dock we lost the trail. 

Newspaper stories stated that Bassett had come to Seattle 
to meet a man named Clark who was to purchase the blue 
roadster in answer to an ad inserted in the Seattle Times. The 
stories brought information both to the police and to the 
man Clark. They also brought to the mind of Mr. Eugene 
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Levy, living at the Olympic Hotel, Seattle, freshened memories 
of dealings he had with a man named Clark, relative to the 

Ie of an automobile. 

n September 3rd, the mysterious Clark met Levy in 
answer to his advertisement stating that he had a Nash for 
sale at once, owner going to Orient. Clark told Levy he was 
buying the car for his aunt who lived eight or ten miles out 
on the North Trunk Road. He admitted that the car was 
exactly as advertised, and wanted to see the bill of sale. Levy 


and this, together with the description of the blue roadster, 
we broadcast all over the West. 

A ribbon of concrete highway stretches along this Western 
Coast from Vancouver, B.C., to Tia Juana, Mexico, 1,500 
miles in length and we knew that Clark could go a long ways 
in a few days. Our greatest hope was the conspicuous blue 
roadster. 

On the afternoon of September 13th, Officer Henry Kamena 
of the Oakland, California Police Department, was standing 

on Thirteenth 


This is the map which Mayer was shown while being cross-examined with the "Lie Detector” machine, shown on 
pages 48 and 49. It was when being questioned about the two cemeteries, indicated on the map, that Mayer 
showed violent reaction. The two insets show Mayer’s "Little White House,” as it was called, and the back- 
yard where the body of the missing Eugene Bassett was sought. Note proximity of Mayer’s house to the 
cemeteries. A Federal operative, of Butte, Montana, said of Mayer: “I have spent too many years trying 
to recover automobiles this man has stolen and searching for bodies of missing people last seen 
in his company to have an atom of sympathy for him.” Does, then, the silhouette picture shown below, 
indicate what was really going on in Mayer’s secret life? 


convinced Clark that the title was good, and arrange- 
ments were made to meet the next day and consummate 
the deal. 

On September 4th, Clark appearing at the Olympic ex- 
plained that he had an appointment with a man at the Colman 
dock and requested that he be driven there. Levy took Clark 
to the dock, where he met some man, whom Levy could not 
identify. Clark returned to Levy's car and apologized, stating 
that he had to see this man and that business would interfere 
with driving out to show the car to the aunt. This day, 
September 4th, was the day on which Clark went to Bremerton 
and visited the Winters’ home. 

IkJHEN Levy met Clark the next day, to go on the trip to 
^ ■ the aunt’s place, he had with him one E. F. Alexander, 
as a chauffeur. They drove east along Seneca Street, pre- 
paratory to heading north from the city, when Clark suddenly 
said he had an engagement at the Colman Dock. Evidently 
he did not anticipate the presence of the second man in the 
Levy car. At the dock, Clark again met a man whom Levy 
was unable to identify. After talking to this man, Clark 
returned to the Levy car, and on the way up-town explained 
that his engagement at the dock had been a very important 
one and that he would not be able to go out to his aunt's that 
day — the day Bassett was last seen alive. 

We now had a fairly good description of the man Clark 


Street in that city, 
watching* for a 
blue roadster, 
with a Washing- 
ton license, his at- 
tention having 
been called to such 
a car by the De- 
partment when he 
came onto his 
shift that day. 

UIS watchfull 
ness was re- 
warded when a 
Chrysler road- 
ster, Washington 
license No. 336,- 
015, bearing a 
young man and 
an elderly woman 
rolled along to- 
ward him. Stop- 
ping the car he 
inquired of the 
occupants if they 
were front Seattle, 
and the answer 
was “yes.” Plac- 
ing the two under 
arrest the officer 
stepped on the 
running-board, 
and started for 
the police station. 

Clark, for such 
it was, tried to 
. rub the officer off 

the running-board by running into a Chevrolet — he made left 
hand turns where right ones should have been made — and he 
ran through traffic signals in an attempt to escape the clutches 
of the law. The predicament was observed by a brother 
officer, and the two soon had Clark and the so-called aunt in 
the Captain of Inspector’s office. 

We had the man who had Bassett's car — but that was all. 
It was a long ways from this point to a conviction, on any 
charge. For the prisoner who previously had been known as 
Clark, and who now gave his name as Decasto Earl Mayer, 
had in his possession a bonafkfe bill of sale for the auto 
apparently signed by James Eugene Bassett. 

In other words, whatever had happened to Bassett this 
man Mayer evidently had legal possession of the blue 
roadster. 

Mayer, when arrested was accompanied by a woman who 
gave the name, Mary Ellen Smith. She had passed sixty 
years of age and said she was Mayer's mother. 

We were stumped — if Bassett's signature on the bill of 
sale was genuine (and it was) there was little likelihood that 
we could convict Mayer and his mother of anything. 

Of course Mayer had to live somewhere while in Seattle, so 
hoping and assuming that Clark and Mayer were one and the 
same we set about trying to find their place of abode, which, 
we felt sure would be found somewhere north of Seatde. 

Soon we discovered from a Mr. C. D. Hillman, prominent 
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realty owner tnat a man named Mayer and resembling him, 
had made a ten dollar down payment on a house which 
afterwards became famous as "The Little White House.’’ 
I he house was in the outskirts of Bothell, a small town about 
eighteen miles north of Seattle. 

About this same time Doctor J. P. Clark, a dentist residing 
near Richmond Highlands, volunteered the information that 
a man named Mayer had rented a “Little Brown House,” 
furnished, which he owned just off the main highway north 
of Seattle, in the vicinity of Edmonds, a small city fifteen 
miles north. 

Mayer approached Doctor Clark to rent this home on or 
about August 20th, 1928. 

Answering the "for sale” ads which appeared in the daily 
papers, under the name of Clark, this man Mayer now had 
two houses in the same general vicinity, which he held under 
his proper name of Mayer. Mayer and his mother immediately 
moved into “The Little Brown House.” 

We got this information of September 14th, and on the 
16th we searched “The Little Brown House.” Nothing was 
left uncovered, high and low, in garret and basement we 
hunted. We found therein some poison and an old straight 
razor. Not a sign of blood, nothing to indicate murder. We 
sifted the ashes, we prober! the ground with irons, we searched 
the wells, we dragged the lakes, but nothing came of it. 

'T'HE same procedure was gone through at “The Little 
4 White House.” But nowhere could we-find any trace of 
Bassett, and in the meantime, with a bill of sale for Bassett's 
car in his possession, Mayer was fighting for his freedom in 
Oakland. 

On September 19th, Governor Young of California, granted 
a requisition for- the return of the pair on a grand larceny 
charge — no murder charge being filed because the body could 
not be found. 

In the meantime. I had requested Captain of Detectives 
Tennant to investigate Mayer’s record, and although I knew 
we were dealing with a shrewd and desperate man I was not 
prepared for the 
following report of 
Mayer’s crim nal 
activities, which I 
was handed: 

“ Following is 
the criminal re- 
cord as shown in 
our files, of De- 
casto Earl Mayer, 

No. 5980, alias, 

Earl Montaigne, 

C. Gordon, C. D. 

Mortaine, D. E. 

Skidmore, C. G. 

Skidmore, Mon- 
tague.Ferris, Rey- 
nolds, Dean E. 

Mayer, Earl 
Myers, Jas. 

Morgan, 

E. Carol!, Conrad 
Meyer, J. W. 

Busch, Dean E. 

Mayer, Clement 
Gordon, D. E. 

Montague, Wm. 

Meyers, W m . 

French. 

“2-18-12 — Los 
Angeles, No. 9255 
as Robert Carroll 
and Wm. Meyers, 

French, charge 
burglary, sent to 
Whittier State 


School during minority. 

“1-16-15^ Seattle No. 5980 as C. D. Mortaine, charge C. C. 
W. Suspended to leave town. 

‘ • 1 -22- 15— Spokane, No. 2% 2 as M on taigne, larceny 60 days. 

“9-14-16— Kansas City, Mo., No. 7700 as Jas. E. Morgan, 
grand larceny, discharged. 

“12-5-16- Seattle, charge grand larceny as auto thief. 
Dismissed. 

“2-7-17- Portland, Oregon, No. 3114, as Chas. Daniel 
Montaigne, charge grand larceny, auto, sentenced to one to 
ten years in the Oregon Penitentiary, secured a new trial 
and was released. 

“11-3-17 — Montana Penitentiary, No. 6104, grand larceny 
4 1-2 to 9 years. Paroled 8-15-20. 

“4-1-21 — Butte, Montana, vag and investigation over 
disappearance of Mrs. LaCasse. 

“11-5-21 — Utah Penitentiary, No. 3982, auto theft, inde- 
terminate term. Released 1-10-23. 

“6-30-2^ Colorado State Penitentiary, 1 K to 3 years, 
larceny. Discharged 12-30-25, as Earl Montaigne. 

“10-31-24- Broke jail in Canon City, Colorado, while 
being held for Pocatello, Idaho, where he was afterwards 
tried for burglary as D. W. Montaigne. No disposition. 

“11-11-24 — Hoisington, Kansas, C. C. W. (carrying con- 
cealed weapons) as Montaigne, 60 days. 

“3-11-26— Received at the U. S. Penitentiary, Leaven- 
worth, Kansas, from Salt Lake City, on crime of While 
Slavery, No. 244995, sentence 3 years." 

What a record! Twelve years and six months in eight dif- 
ferent jails and penitentiaries in California, Washington, 
Montana, Utah, Colorado, Kansas, Idaho and Oregon — and 
had escaped conviction on many other charges, to say nothing 
of arrests on suspicion for which he was never tried. A 
constant life of crime, from youth. 

Such was the man into whose evil clutches fell -James 
Eugene Bassett when he advertised his blue roadster for sale. 
And yet without the body 1 could not accuse Mayer of murder. 
I then determined to try Mayer for stealing the car and to 

confine him if pos- 
sible after con- 
viction, for life, 
under the habitual 
criminal act of the 
State of Washing- 
ton. 

ALTHOUGH 
the search for 
the body went on 
unabated I bent 
all my efforts to 
such clues as 
would bring about 
conviction of the 
pair for grand lar- 
ceny and fearing 
the “bill of sale” 
might befuddle 
the jury. I filed a 
second charge 
against them, 
based on certain 
personal effects of 
Bassett’s which 
had been found in 
the possession of 
Mayer and his 
mother a t the time 
of their arrest 
Throughout his 
talks with the 
Oakland Police 
Mayer claimed 
that the last time 


E. 
Robert 


An artist’s conception of the entangling web of circumstantial evidence woven 
around the “mystery man,” Decasta Earl Mayer, by Prosecutor Colvin, in the strange 
case of the disappearance of Eugene Bassett 
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he saw Bassett 
was at the Colman 
Dock, Seattle, 
after he had paid 
the lad for the 
blue roadster. He 
said he then drove 
to Tacoma and 
finding it would 
take several days 
to get a license 
through the mails, 
drove to Olympia 
on September 6th, 
and secured 
a license directly 
from the depart- 
ment. He asked 
Police Inspector 
James A. Good- 
night, of Oakland, 
to say nothing 
about the location 
of his residence in 
Seattle. 

Mrs. Smith told 
Goodnight she 
had given her son 
Si, two and that he 
had paid Si, 500 
for the car. 

Count No. 2 of 
the information 
charged Mayer 
and his mother with the theft of a bill-fold worth four dollars, 
a pair of gentleman’s cuff links, value two dollars and a half, 
and a wrist watch of the value of twenty dollars. The value 
of these articles constituted grand larceny, and made the 
fifth felony for Decasto Earl Mayer, if he were convicted, 
while only three charges were necessary to confine him as a 
habitual criminal in Washington. 

The bill-fold was found on Mayer’s person, as were the 
cuff links, and even if Mrs. Smith had taken the stand her 
testimony would not have proven very convincing in the 
face of the identification by the weary, trembling, gray-haired 
mother of Eugene Bassett. She came three thousand miles 
across the continent to assist in the search for her boy .and 
then to identify the cuff links and bill-fold as his property. 

But most convincing, most damning of all the evidence 
against Mayer, was the wrist watch. 

I HAD expected Mayer to take the stand in his own behalf, 
and but for this wrist watch, I believe he would have 
done so, to swear, as he told Inspector Goodnight in the 
Oakland Jail that “1 know nothing about it and have never 
seen it before. If it was found in the car it must have fallen 
behind the seat in some way." 

I believe all doubt of Mayer’s guilt vanished in the minds 
of the jury when Fred A. Peterson, an employee in the Oak- 
land Police Department, working in the garage, took the 
stand, and swore that at the time he found Bassett's watch, 
jammed down between the cushions of the automobile, eight 
days after Bassett was last seen, the watch was running and on 
correct time. 

Mrs. Winters, Mrs. Bassett, Mr. Bassett, and Miss Fay 
Strout all identified the watch as belonging to the missing 
man. The jury found Mayer and Mrs. Smith guilty on the 
two counts. 

Mayer was sent to Walla Walla for life and after remaining 
in the State Penitentiary a short time he filed an appeal from 
the conviction. 

With Mayer's record confronting me, I realized that I 
was up against a criminal combination too clever for any 
ordinary police methods, so I decided to consult the man who 


had the greatest 
reputation as a 
criminal catcher 
on the Coast, 
August Vollmer, 
consultant of Pre- 
sident Hoover’s 
Crime Commis- 
sion, Professor of 
Criminology at 
Chicago Universi- 
ty, and formerly a 
noted Chief of 
Pol ice of Berkeley, 
California, in the 
hope that I might 
find Bassett's 
body. 

Professor Voll- 
mjr went to the 
Bassett home in 
Annapolis, and 
spent several days 
there going over 
the newspaper 
files, talking with 
the Bassett family, 
learning the habits 
of James Eugene 
Bassett, and 
studying the in- 
formation which I 
had gathered. 
That informa- 
tion was studied on the basis of its relation to the commission 
of a murder, and the dis|>osal of a body. From out of. the 
mass of clippings and files the following facts and conclusions 
were reached: 

Bassett had been murdered for the roadster. 

The man who -had murdered him had a long experience 
with automobiles and the theft of automobiles. 

lie had planned the murder carefully and could not be 
shaken by the ordinary methods. 

He, or they, had little fear of the discovery of the body 
and had taken their own eisurely way of disposing of the 
remains, indicating that' they had had experience in the 
work they were doing. 

Therefore only the most scientific methods wou'd be of 
any avail. 

Let us now look back over the events of the past year in 
the light of Bassett having been murdered. 

Bassett left his home at Bremerton on the morning of 
September 5th, wearing his wrist watch, as shown by the 
evidence of Joseph Tremblay, the worker on the ferry-boat. 
He met Mayer at the Colman dock, and together they went 
to the office of a notary', where a blank bill of sale was signed 
by Bassett and placed in his pocket. 

Bassett, Mayer and his mother were seen together about 
11 or 1 1 30 at the “Gonella” place, on the route to ‘‘The Little 
Brown House.” They bought nothing there and no reason has 
ever been assigned for the visit. 

The blue roadster was seen by a groceryman at “The Little 
Brown House” about noon of September 5th. 

The proprietress of a roadhouse, which Mayer and his 
mother had frequented, saw the three about 2 o’clock on the 
afternoon of September 5th. Bassett seemed drunk or 
drugged. 

At various times during the next five days following Septem- 
ber 5th, the blue roadster was seen along the roads in the 
vicinity of Bothell and “The Little White House.” 

We knew that on September 6th, while in Olympia, to get 
his license Mayer bought a meat saw which we found in 
"The Little Brown House.” Was Bassett still drugged, or 
was he dead, his body "cooling off” before some cold 



This ghoulish scene shows detectives digging for the body of Eugene Bassett in the 
dead of night by the aid of flashlights, in the old Swedish cemetery near Bothell 
and about a mile and a half from the “Little White House” 
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True Detective Mysteries 



\ATE decided to use the 
■ ’ serum on Mrs. Smith, feel- 
ing that her mind was, per- 
haps, less schooled than her 
son's. The experiment was 
made in my office at the 
County-City Building late 
one night in September. 
Present were myself, a 
Spokane physician who had 
once used the drug in a 
criminal investigation, one 
of my deputies, John J. 
Dunn, and several high 
officers of the Seatde 
Police Department. 

Mrs. Smith was brought 
secretly from the city 
jail to my office. She 
was undisturbed, con- 
sidering it just another 
of the numerous in- 
terrogations to which 
she had been sub- 


( Above) A close-up photograph of the coils and me- 
chanism of the “Lie Detector” machine, invented by 
August Vollmer, one of the leading criminologists of 
the United States, special consultant of President 
Hoover’s National Commission on Law Observance 
and Enforcement, and Professor of Criminology at 
Chicago University. This is the machine which 
was used on Mayer, to try to get the truth from him 
in connection with Bassett’s disappearance. (Right) 
A part of the graphic record made by the “Lie De- 
tector” during Mayer's cross-examination. The 
record across the top of the ’graph is of Mayer’s blood- 
pressure and heart action; that across the bottom is 
of his respiration while being questioned. Note that 
at the point indicated by the word “shoot,” Mayer’s 
heart action was interrupted, while at the same time 
the respiration line shows that he held his breath. 
The record shows that his heart action jumped vio- 
lently over the word “bury." Prosecutor Colvin 
believes that this showed Mayer had shot Bassett 
and buried his body 


blooded devil dismembered it for secretion beyond the eye 
of man? 

We found that Mayer had bought a silencer for a gun dis- 
covered in the trunk in “The Little. Brown House” and that he 
had had the charge reduced in some shells so that they would 
not make so much noise. 

He had purchased from a firm in San Francisco a gas 
pistol and cartridges — for what? 

He had made a pair of huge tongs, which he explained were 
for “fox farming” (but fox farm experts told us that no such 
instruments were used for fox farming). These things were 
big, and powerful, and could crush a man’s neck. 

If the murder was committed in either of the two houses 
which Mayer had rented or bought he had “cleaned up” in 


information. The scopolamin was administered by Doctor E. 
R. House, of Ferris, Texas, an expert in its use. 

I had heard of the “truth serum” as every prosecutor must 
have heard of it. I went thoroughly into its history and use 
before I decided to use it on Mayer and his mother. 

A Texas physician, during an operation, asked a simple 
question of an attending nurse and his patient, apparently 
unconscious, spoke out of the fog that clouded her mind and 
answered it. Thereafter the physician made a practice of 
talking to his patients whenever they were under that par- 
ticular anesthetic. 

He learned that the power of speech .is virtually the last 
power the mind loses before complete unconsciousness. A 
moderate injection of the drug, robbed the patient of 
reasoning powers but not the power to seek out from 
the subconscious mind the answer to a familiar and simple 
question. This was the fundamental principal of scopolamin: 


such a manner as to baflle detection. He was not an amateur. 

Yet we had plenty of evidence on which to convict if we 
could find the body — without the body our only hope was to 
get a confession. And I felt sure that the only way to get that 
was through scientific methods. 

I had resorted to the use of scopolamin, commonly called 
“truth serum,” in March, 1929, the same being administered 
both to Mayer and his mother, and had learned sufficient to 
convince me that Mrs. Smith knew all about what had hap- 
pened to Bassett — but Mayer — the iron-nerved gave me no 


jected since her arrest and therefore caused us little trouble. 

Prior to her arrival I shut the window in my office. I no- 
ticed that my companions were smoking assiduously. The 
air soon grew foul. ' 

Mrs. Smith began to pale. 

“Do you feel ill, Mrs. Smith?” I asked her. 

She said she did not. But at the end of an hour she did 
admit that she felt “stuffy.” 

“I will call a doctor, Mrs. Smith,” I said. “We don't 
want to halt this interrogation, now that we are started.The 
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doctor may be able to brace you up 
and then we’ll proceed.” 

We then called the Spokane 
physician, who had been conveni- 
ently waiting in the outer office. He 
was very business-like. 

“Your pulse, madam; your 
tongue. What you need, I think, is a 
little stimulation. I can fix that I 
think,” he said. 

And just as Mrs. Smith declared 
the following day, he injected the 
serum with a hypodermic needle into 
her neck. She did not resist. 

She began to lose consciousness. 
Without realizing what Had hap- 
pened, she asked for the physician 
again. He was recalled and gave 
her a second dose. The third was 
administered, after which she lost 
consciousness. 

We placed her on the couch in my 
office and sat about her. 

"Did Earl kill Bassett?” 

“Yes.” 

“How did he kill him?” 

“He shot him.” 

"What did he shoot him with?” 

“A gun, of course." 

“Where is the body?” 

“It is dark in here.” was the 
answer. “It is dark in here and I 
can't see. I don't know what he 
did with the body.” 

In the course of the experiment 
she would realize from time to time, 
as she regained consciousness and her 
power of reasoning, that she was 
talking — talking about the mystery 
for which she and her son were being 
held. She would mutter: 

“I hope I haven’t said too much.” 

r PHE second experiment was made 

* at the county jail after Mayer 
and his mother had been convicted 


A friendly "test" of the lie detector by Henry Clay Agncw, Mayer s attorney (seated in 
the chair). Prosecutor Colvin is holding Mayer's rifle, which, it can be assumed, the 
mystery man used in his secret criminal activities. Mayer is believed to have murdered 
a number of persons. Leonarde Keeler, operator of the lie detector, is on Mr. Colvin’s 
. right 


of grand larceny and as Mayer 
was making ready to leave for 
the penitentiary. 

The same persons were present 
with tine exception — instead of the 
Spokane physician. Doctor House, 
the Texas physician who had discovered this use of the 
anesthetic, was there to administer it. 

Mayer was taken from his cell and told that he was to be 
examined by the penitentiary’s traveling physician. The 
doctor had set up shop in one of the rooms of the jail. Mayer 
undressed and the doctor examined him. 

He expressed great concern for Mayer’s health. He told 
Mayer he was a very sick man. 

"Why, man," he said. “You’ll be winding up in the hospital. 
That’s where you will be, not in any jail cell.” 

He then asked Mayer if he could take a blood test. Mayer 
agreed. 

Instead of taking blood, however, the doctor reversed the 
process by manipulation of the needle and injected serum. 

AT that moment there was some disturbance in the jail. 
** A large number of prisoners had been brought in and it 
was necessary to change the scene of operations. As the 
prisoner was taken to another corner of the jail, he perceived a 
deputy sheriff, clumsily hidden. 

“I believe they just gave me the same dope they gave my 
mother,” Mayer muttered to a guard. 


The second injection was forcibly made. A third injection 
followed. 

But as we suspected, Mayer’s mind was well schooled. 
He had engraved upon it indelibly his numerous alibis. 

T BELIEVE that under proper conditions the use of "truth 

serum” can be made very effective. Conditions have 
to be just right and in Mayer’s case we were working under 
very difficult conditions, and the results were not so satisfy- 
ing as they were with Mrs. Smith. 

The other evidence had fairly convinced me that Mayer 
killed Bassett, but any doubt 1 might have had vanished when 
we used the serum on his mother. 

The e.\[>eriment with the “truth serum" had of course been 
contained in the report to Professor Vollmer at Annapolis. 
He gave opinions and suggestions there which were relayed 
to me. He then recommended the use of his "lie detector” 
which he had invented and which is probably the greatest 
stride made in the detection of crime since the discovery of 
the Bertillion System. 

Vollmer recommended Leonarde Keeler, Assistant State 
Criminologist for Illinois, as an expert to operate the machine. 
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and expressed his belief that the machine could solve the 
Bassett mystery. 

Mayer was |>ersuaded to submit to the test. 


l^EELER arrived in Seattle Armistice Day. I took three 
days outlining to him every angle of the Bassett case 
and Mayer’s supposed connection with it We began using 
the “lie detector” on him on Thursday, November 14th. 

All tests took place in an old court-room. Mayer had better 
treatment, better and more food, than at any time since his 
arrest. He was even given candy, fruit all the cigarettes, he 
wanted. 

Mayer at first treated the “lie detector” test as a lark. Up 
to a certain point in our seven days of investigation, he 
answered every question, but only with: "Yes, sir,” or “No, 
sir." 

The entire examination for six or eight hours each day, had 
centered around the question: “Where is Bassett’s body?” 

We questioned him, over and over, perhaps a hundred 
times, “Is it in a lake?” “Is it in the Sound?" “Is it in a well?” 
To these questions, if he answered, the answer was “No," and 
•in every case a negative reaction was registered. 

We began using maps. 

Maps of California, Ore- 
gon, Washington, then 
Western Washington. 

“Is it here?" “It is 
here?” “Is it here?” point- 
ing to different sections. 

We got no reaction even 
approaching positive until 
we narrowed down to a 
map of King County in 
which Seatde is located. 

Our maps were divided 
into numbered and letter 
sections. The first positive 
reaction on the “lie detec- 
tor” came when we went 
over, again and again, 

Section 3 including “The 
Little Brown House” where 
Mayer and his mother 
lived at the time Bassett 
disappeared. Again on 
Section 4, the vicinity of 
Bothell, and especially one 
tract there where Mayer 
paid the ten dollar deposit 
on “The Little White 
House,” the reaction be- 
came very positive. 


\ATE had more maps 
made. Finally we ob- 
tained a large scale map 
subdivided into Divisions 
A to K. “Is the body in 
A?” “Is the body in B?” 

“Is the body in C?” we 
would ask him, and so on. 

Never a reaction from 
Section D, but H, includ- 
ing “The Little White 
House,” the town ofBothel 
and vicinity, brought re- 
sults. No matter which 
way or how often we went 

over the map the needle always registered positively about 
Bothell. 

On our questions: “Is the body buried?” and “In the 
neighborhood of ‘The Little White House’ in Bothell?” 
always there was a permanent positive reaction of the “lie 
detector.” 


Decasto Ear! Mayer, central figure in this story, one of the most 
mysterious criminals ever caught in the police net. Every 
means known to modem police work, mechanical and otherwise, 
was used on him in an effort to solve this baffling case 


After three sessions of examination, Mayer went back to his 
cell jubilant. 

“I’ve got ’em guessing now. That machine’s all wet 
They’re just guessing!” he gloated. 

We found he would not answer any questions relating to 
cemeteries. When we worked along that line, he struggled, 
and threw his arms about. The section where we got the 
strongest reaction included two cemeteries in Bothell, the 
main Bothell Cemetery east of town, and the old Swedish 
Cemetery, containing about twenty graves of considerable 
age, which is about a mile and a half from “The Little White 
House.” 

We had a plat made showing every grave in the Swedish 
Cemetery’, and Mayer refused to look at it He buried his 
head in his amis, threw back his head and closed his eyes, 
fought to keep from seeing the map at all. 

The only force that was used on him was Sunday when 
Keeler had just finished a series of questions on the graves 
and cemeteries about Bothell. Mayer suddenly roused from 
lethargy, sprang like a cat and smashed the machine. 

Two deputies grabbed him and Keeler rushed at him. He 
was shackled and sent back to his cell. After that his examina- 
tions were made while he 
lay on a cot, wearing an 
Oregon boot 


l/^EELER repaired the 
lie detector and we 
resumed questioning Sun- 
day evening. 

We gave him one day's 
rest in that whole week. 
Every other day we re- 
viewed all the maps, briefly 
but thoroughly, and ended 
always where the big re- 
action showed, in the 
vicinity of Bothell. 

On Monday, Mayer sud- 
denly looked up at me and 
said: “Colvin, I’ll talk to 
you if you’ll get these 
other fellows out.” 

The deputies didn't want 
to go, but I [lersuaded 
them to leave the room. 
They insisted on hand- 
cuffing the prisoner, and 
one of them gave me a 
small Derringer pistol, 
which stayed in my pocket 
and worried me greatly. 

Mayer was permitted to 
sit up on his couch. I 
drew -a chair up right in 
front of him. He talked 
low, glancing at the doors, 
afraid to be overheard. 

“Colvin,” he said, “will 
you give me a trial? I’d 
have a chance to beat cir- 
cumstantial evidence. I 
want a trial.” 

I assured him that in any 
case his fate would be de- 
cided by a jury after a 
fair trial. 

“I know what that ma- 
chine is, Colvin," he said then.- “I know it’s recording the 
truth. I can’t beat it. 

“Let's not kid each other. You know and everybody else 
knows that I killed Bassett. What will you do for me if I 
come clean?” 

“If you'll lead me to that body,” I ( Continued on page 86) 



Vanishing Footprints 

This detective admitted he had little experience as a sleuth. 
Yet he started out cold on ONE OF THE TOUGHEST 
CASES ANY MAN HAS EVER BEEN CALLED UPON TO 
SOL VE—and without a single real clue. WHA T HAPPENED? 



Could you guess correctly who these two persons are in the story? For the time being their names are withheld— but will be 


T HE first east 
bound freight 
leaving Kalama- 
zoo, Michigan, 
puffed away from the 
Michigan Central yards 
at 6 o’clock on the morn- 
ing of August 2nd, 1919. 

It was a long train, and 
the task of making up 
the string of box cars 
laden with their cargoes of paper and other commodities 
manufactured in Kalamazoo had been an arduous one. for 
both the engine and train crews. 

The great, throbbing giant of iron and steel had settled 
down to a sonorous puffing before the yard limits had been 
reached. Each intake of steam sent steel wheels clattering 
over steel rails. In the caboose. Conductor J. V. Ilessemer 
and Brakeman E. V. Lockwood had made themselves com- 
fortable on their leather cushioned benches, to watch the 
railroad yards recede back down the tracks. 

A mile and a half out of the city, the long, snake-like pro- 
cession of freight cars came to a grinding, lurching stop. 

Conductor Ilessemer and Brakeman Lockwood, having 
sufficiently recovered from the shock of the impact of iron 
couplings with iron couplings, climbed down from the 


caboose, and hurried 
forward toward the 
head of the train. 

When they reached 
the engine, they, dis- 
covered the cause of 
the sudden and unex- 
pected halt. The head- 
end brakeman had dis- 
cov ered a broken brake- 
beam on one of the 
cars, and had signaled for the engineer to stop. While the 
beam was being put back into shape, the Conductor and 
Brakeman Lockwood walked back along the train, inspecting 
the couplings and brake lioxes as they went. 

OUDDENLY both men paused — their eyes resting on the 
^ same object. 

A bundle that at first appeared to be soiled clothing lay 
at the foot of the embankment. They descended the grade. 

Lying in a huddled heap in the right-of-way ditch, was the 
mangled body of a woman. Both legs and the thumb from 
the right hand had been cut off by the wheels of a speeding 
train 

Conductor Ilessemer hurried back to a house on the out- 
skirts of the city, and put in a call ( Continued on pu^e >06) 


disclosed as the sensational developments in this case are revealed 

By Fred C. Putnam 

former Deputy Sheriff, 
Kalamazoo County, Michigan 

As told to L. L. BlNGAMAN 
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The Stick-Up 


By Charles DeLacy 

Editor Police “13-13” 
Chicago Police 
Dept 


T HE Viking, crack de luxe train operated by the Chicago 
& Northwestern Railroad, was roaring over the 
rails to Chicago on the night of December 30th, 1924. 
With the speed of some mighty meteor it fairly lea|>cd 
across the horizon, leaving in its wake only faint wisps of 
smoke and dying echoes of the long, low whistle. Snugly 
ensconced in the luxurious upholstery were some eight score 
passengers, comprising a fair cross-section of Midwestern 
civilization. Some were bankers. Others were merchants, 
salesmen, auditors, brokers and lawyers. They occupied their 
attentions with books and magazines or the normal activities 
within the car, for darkness had come on and only the flicker- 
ing lights of automobiles upon the adjacent road gave any 
sign that there was life without. 

It was 8 P. M., and the last of the tardy diners were emerg- 
ing from the dining car ahead. They conversed amiably. 

Absorbed in the conveniences and comforts of modern 
railroad accommodations', they accepted the limitations and 
confinements of travel with a cheery attitude. The atmos- 
phere contrasted sharply with that in the normal metropolitan 
train or street car. There was a perceptible tendency to be 
friendly and sociable. The conventions and dull formalities 
of suburban car riding were happily out of order here. A 
stranger seemed to be a friend. 

By degrees, the number of passengers dwindled. The 
speeding train was nearing its destination and with each stop 
one or more of its riders got off. The train pulled out of 
Waukegan, Illinois, with three stops between that station and 
home. The remaining passengers settled themselves for the 
final lap. 

Thus far the trip had been made without even the slightest 
interruption upon the routine operations. There was plenty 
of steam and water. The fireman and engineer were crack 
trainmen on a crack train. The conductor was happy — the 
report sheet tallied perfectly with the number of tickets. 
Back in the express car the express messenger relaxed 
comfortably in an arm chair. All was well. All was as it 
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should have been and a general spirit of satisfaction reigned. 

“Working on the railroad all the livelong day” was not 
half bad, mused the express clerk, conceding this on the 
condition that things be as they were at the moment. You 
got three square meals and a roof by it. What more could a 
man ask? 

“All aboard!” drawled the conductor, swinging the signal 
lantern. None, however, got alxiard and with a few |>otent 
puffs the bright little town of Highland Park was left to the 
past. 

DUSSELL DICKEY, the express messenger, scanned the 
interior of the express car to award its contents a last 
O. K. There were the boxes labeled Millinery — all in their 
places and undisturbed. In the corner was the small moun- 
tain of trunks of nearly every shape and hue. They, too, 
were in perfect order; and the safe — there it was, its bright 
steel sides gleaming under the light. 

Important little container that safe. Who remembered 
how many millions its insides had seen? It had been an 
inanimate, but nevertheless significant functionary' in its 
day. Let’s see — how much did it have now? A hundred 
thousand! $100,000. A cool little sum — that. Ah, what a 
hundred thousand wouldn't do for an express clerk! Man! 

Russell Dickey turned to greet the knocker at the door. 
Strange, he thought. Dilzer, the Conductor, usually came 
forward at Evanston. Perhaps he was a little anxious to get 
home tonight. Dickey shot the bolt and pulled at the door. 
He opened his mouth to greet 

“Get 'em up there!" 

A husky voice gave the order. A figure in a gray cap stood 
insolently before him. One hand gripped an automatic pistol 
tightly. With the other arm the intruder slammed the door 
and came forward slowly, balancing himself with the motions 
of the moving train. Dickey watched him, his hands raised 
obediently. His gun hung on his belt, but death perhaps lay 
betweeen his uplifted hand and the weapon. 


Chicago and Northwestern 

A lone bandit suddenly appears in the 
express car of the de luxe Chicago & North- 





Russell Dickey, ex- 
press messenger on 
the Chicago 6t 
Northwestern Flyer 
who was shot dead 
in his tracks by the 
mysterious bandit 
before he had a 
chance to get his 
gun into action. 
With Dickey lying 
dead, the keys to 
the express car safe, 
containing a for- 
tune, were at the 
bandit’s disposal; 
but — What hap- 
pened? 


western “Flyer,” speeding toward Chicago. 
In the dim light between him and a safe 
containing $110,000, a face emerges. The 
bandit's gun is raised ... he fires . . . The 
train roars on through the night . . . 


“Get down!” snarled the gunman. “Get down 
and crawl over to the locker. Keep your hands 
ahead of you.” 

Dickey kept watching him. Sure, he came for 
the $100,000, Dickey mused. But he wouldn’t 
get it! Dickey knew some jiu jitsu. Saw a dem- 
onstration of it at the lodge and got the demon- 
strator to give him the low down. What a chance 
to use it, he thought. Dickey measured his 
chances. The gunman was not heavily built. In 
fact, he looked boyish. Now was the time. 

\ DEEP breath and Dickey lunged at the 
gunman. His hand shot out for the op- 
ponent's gun. The other ducked. A terrible 
second of silence except for the noise of heavy 
breathing and then an ear-splitting crack. Then 
another. And another. Fire darted at Dickey’s 
eyes. He groped. Something burned. Pains 
cramped his stomach. Breathing was hard. He 
felt the overwhelming nausea of wounds, slipped 
and tumbled to the floor, the darkness and cold- 
ness of death blinding his eyes and numbing his 
body. The gunman turned, opened 
the forward door and was gone. 

The Viking roared with the speed 
of a mighty meteor over the rails. 

It gave out a deep, prolonged whisde. 

Its wheels clicked musically. It 
swayed and rocked. The express car 
was a blood-blotched morgue; but the 
light was bright and the steel sides of 
the safe gleamed the same. Beside 
it lay the lifeless form of Russell 
Dickey. 

Ever on its way, ever in tune with 
the song in the hearts of all railroad 


men, the Viking was "on time,” each of the 
crew at his post of duty- — even to Russell 
Dickey. Only over his dead body would 
the creed of service be violated. 

At Glencoe the (rain made a brief halt. 
Conductor Robert Dilzer alighted and 
went up ahead to see if all was well. Or- 
dinarily the express clerk engaged him in 
brief conversation during the pauses, but 
it was not so this time. Dilzer wondered. 
He mounted the steps with the intention of 
calling a greeting to his colleague 
when he was confronted with an 
automatic pistol, thrust bodily 
into the express car and securely 
locked inside. The engine crew 
did not wait for the signal since 
the Glencoe stop was not for the 
convenience of passengers. 

In two minutes the Viking was 
speeding south again. 
At Winnetka the 
train slowed down to 
stop on signal. A 
passenger had pulled 
the signal cord. With 
a snort she came to a 
full stop and the en- 
gine crew waited. A 
minute passed and 
the signal to go 
ahead had not been 
given. The engineer 
leaned out of the cab 
and peered from the 
front to the back. 
They waited again. 
Still no signal. On 
the opposite side the 
fireman peered from 
front to back. Dilzer 
was nowhere to be 


seen. 

There was a com- 
motion about the ex- 


53 




54 


True Detective Mysteries 


press car. Passengers were gesturing and talking excitedly. 
In a moment the crew was on the scene, and from noises 
within it was ap|>arent that some one was striving frantically 
to get out of the express coach. A jimmy was brought into 
service and the door Hung open. Dilzer, unnerved and visibly 
shaken, all but collapsed in the arms of the engineer. He 
could only [joint wildly to the interior of the coach. Half a 
dozen pairs of eyes looked in and beheld the cold corpse of 
Russell Dickey. 

When it was ascertained that he was dead, the door of the 
coach was closed, the engineer took the throttle and the 
Viking sped on its way to Chicago. Under elevations, over 
switches and through freight yards it roared, the whistle 
shrieking a strange and unusual alarm. The Viking was now 
a racing hearse and a score of passengers unwittingly played 
the part of mourners. 

ALREADY advised of the tragedy, the 
**■ chief special agent of the Chicago & 

Northwestern Railroad had called Lieuten- 
ant John Norton, of the Chicago’ 

Detective Bureau, an ace on 
the Force, with a long experi- 
ence in the profession of crime 
detecting. Inspectors C. M. 

Faupel and L. J. Eldridge of 
the railway police joined the 
Lieutenant together with a 
physician in the Northwestern 
depot. They assembled on the 
platform. 

Contrary to the customary 
procedure, the Law waited for 
the murder scene to arrive. 

Near them, -a rubber-wheeled 
cart stood beside the track. It 
was at the [Joint where the ex- 
press car would come to a stop. 

o 

Meanwhile, something un- 
foreseen had happened to a 
resident of the very quiet ham- 
let of Winnetka. He was a 
cab driver, Earl Kloepfer, and 
the ample pet son of Mr. Kloep- 
fer was mute evidence of the 
untimely something. Any- 
thing but mute, on the other 
hand, was Mr. Kloepfer's 
breathing when he burst un- 
ceremoniously in to the Evanston 
Police Station. He was wild- 
eyed and disheveled. He talked incoherently about being 
killed, held up and what not. 

“My Gott! I chust was held up in my cap! The man 
said- ‘I’ve just shot one person for not doing what I told him 
to, and if you know what's good for you, you'll do as I sayi’ ” 

After much persuasion, Mr. Kloepfer w-as prevailed upon 
to re-coni|>os£ himself, or in police station jargon, to “keep 
his shirt on.” 

It seemed that the cab driver was waiting at the railroad 
depot in Winnetka. Just after the train [lulled out, he said, 
a man,’ fairly young, appioached and got into his cab. 

“Drive to Evanston,” the passenger ordered, “and drive 
like hell!" 

Such a beginning was sufficient in itself to frighten him, 
Mr. Kloepfer admitted. But he obeyed orders, and in a 
moment the cab had swung out of the driveway and w-as on 
the dark road towards Evanston. Mr. Kloepfer went to 
great lengths to explain to his hearers that he did not ap- 
prove of speeding on the public streets, but in this case, he 
said, there was little choice. 

The cab tore at a clip of fifty-five miles an hour over the 


pavement. While driving along, the driver thought he heard 
his passenger fumbling in the tool box in the rear. Peering 
into the mirror, he beheld the man holding a gun in one hand 
while thrusting a second weapon into the tool box. On wit- 
nessing this, Mr. Kloepfer said, he promptly increased his 
speed to sixty-five miles an hour, expecting to be thrown into 
the yawning ditch on either side of the road at any moment. 

"Turn out the lights!" yelled the passenger. 

The terrified driver hesitated. If he turned out the lights, 
how could he see the road? He meant to argue that [joint 
when the muzzle of a revolver was thrust at the back of his 
head. 

“Listen,” the man snarled, "I’ve just shot one guy for not 
doing what I told him to, and if you know what's good for 
you, you'll do as I say. Now turn out the lights." 

The chauffeur made haste to comply and in a 
snap the car was in total darkness. Only the 
dim street lights served to mark the ribbon of 
road as the machine plunged on. The drive 
was continued in silence. 

/"\N reaching Evanston the 
driver brought down the 
speed of the cab. In a few 
moments they were well into 
the city. 

"Drive to the Davis Street 
Station,” ordered the man in 
the back. The cab swung onto 
a side street and was soon be- 
fore the station with its lumi- 
nous sign, Davis Street. Mr. 
Kloepfer said his fare did not 
get out but peered intently out 
of the cab windows as though 
expecting to see some one by 
appointment. 

They were shortly off again, 
however, this time to the 
Dempster Street Station of the 
Northwestern Railroad. The 
cab was stopped and the man 
alighted. Nearby was a Willy s- 
Knight sedan, its motor run- 
ning and a man seated at the 
wheel. 

“ Gel la hell outa here!” the 
man ordered, appending an- 
other threat. The cabbie drove 
off. As he did, the Willys- 
Knight roared up to him and 
passed on. Thoroughly out- 
raged and indignant, Mr. 
Kloepfer could only swear under his breath and report the 
matter to the police headquarters at Evanston. 

“You say you saw him put a gun in your tool box?” asked 
Captain Charles Paasch. 

"Yes, sir,” answered Mr. Kloepfer, wherewith they went 
out to the cab to get it. In the tool box amid a collection of 
greasy cloths and tools they found a .32 caliber German 
Mauser automatic pistol. 

o 

By this time Captain Stephen Healey, in command of the 
railroad company’s detectives, had arrived at the depot in 
Chicago and went into consultation with Lieutenant Norton. 
Through a blue haze of cigar smoke they discussed the mean- 
ing of the murder. Both were police veterans of wide experi- 
ence. 

“There must have been something in the express car that 
this guy wanted," ljegan Lieutenant Norton which was just 
another way of asking diplomatically just how much money 
was in the coach. 

“Estimating it roughly,” answered Captain Healey, “I 



Detective Lieutenant Norton, of the Chicago Police 
Dept. He played an important part in solving the 
Viking hold-up, after the escape from the moving 
train of the lone bandit who had killed Dickey 


The Stick-Up on the Chicago & Northwestern “Flyer” 
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would say there was as much as a hundred thousand — a cash 
shipment from the First National Bank of St. Paul, Minne- 
sota, to the Continental and Commercial Bank in Chicago. 
I’ve wired all points between here and Waukegan to be on the 
lookout; but you know how tough it is to catch train robbers.” 

AT that moment, the great steel Viking thrust its giant nose 
from around the bend in the yard and drew up slowly 
along the runway. Two men in overalls stood beside the 
rubber-wheeled cart. Eager hands threw open the door of 
the express car and the physician, stethoscope in hand, 
jumped aboard. He listened for a moment; felt the limp 
hands of Russell Dickey and laid his hand upon his brow. 

“This man is dead, gentlemen," he said calmly. “The 
body is still a little warm. Judging from the constriction of 
the body, 'the man died in convulsions.” 

“Thank you. Doctor.” said Lieutenant Norton. “I'll have 
the coroner’s physician make another examination so you 
won't have to appear at the inquest. Just wanted to be sure 
he was beyond help. How many wounds are there. Doctor?” 

“I see two, but there may be more. One is just below the 
belt. There's another just above the heart. I think the 
lower shot killed him.” 

Captain Healey was making a swift examination of the 
little safe. Finding it locked, he proceeded to search the body. 
He held up a little bunch of keys for all to see. 

“The keys to the boxes in the safe," he announced. “Dickey 
won — and lost.” 

He looked down at the huge frame of the dead express 
messenger as though to say: “Bravo, old man!” But some- 
thing, that something characteristic of all policemen, downed 
the dramatic impulse, and Captain Healey resumed the 
business of investigation. Inspectors Faupel and Eldridge 
had been rounding up the passengers to take statements. 
Now they were clustered alx>ut the express coach, a knot of 
obviously nervous people to whom the formality of statement- 
taking was a dreary and miserable procedure. 

Questioned at length, most of them did not even know that 
a murder had been committed on the train on which they had 
.been riding. Others who knew of it said their information 
had come second-hand, from the porter or some member of 
the crew. 

'T'VVO observant gentlemen, however, were eventually dis- 
covered. They were Thomas Keir, auditor for the 
Chicago & Northweston Railroad, and A. R. Davidson, 
employe of the Illinois Merchants Bank and Trust Company, 
Chicago. Both Keir and Davidson volunteered the informa- 
tion that a lone passenger, a young man, had pulled the 
signal cord at Winnetka and had alighted. They saw him 
disappear in the shadows near the station. He was described 


as being quite thin, and wearing a blue suit and gray cap. 

The remaining passengers and trainmen were questioned in 
detail. One Edward J. Smith, of Milwaukee, Wisconsin, was 
examined more lengthily than the others. When Captain 
Healey was done. Lieutenant Norton cross-examined him. 
It was apparent that the IJeutenant was trying to trick him, 
but the young man parried the questions skillfully. At any 
rate, he was a diffident witness. In the end he was dismissed 
and the questioning of the last few passengers was soon com- 
pleted, much to the delight of the questioned and the ques- 
tioners. 


^''ONDUCTOR DILZER was next sought out by Lieuten- 
^ ant Norton and asked about suburban fares that were 
taken on the Viking. The Conductor disclosed that he had 
not taken any ticket from such a person described by Keir 
and Davidson. Moreover, no passenger's ticket specified 
Winnetka as the destination, so far as Dilzer could remember. 

“Have I helped any?” inquired the Conductor. 

“Some,” was Lieutenant Norton’s only word. 

“Well, Captain Healey," liegan the Lieutenant some time 
later, “I’m going back to the Detective Bureau and make my 
report. If I hear anything from up north I’ll pass it along. 
I’ll get in touch with Winnetka. They might have something 
by this time. Give me a ring if you get anything.” 

Lieutenant Norton turned to go. Then, as though he had 
forgotten something, he swung around. 

“It looks like an inside job. Captain," he said coolly, and 
was gone. Captain Healey merely stared after him. 

Special messages were awaiting ( Continued on page 88) 


(Right) Edward J. 
Smith, who admitted 
to Lieutenant Norton 
that the Viking hold- 
up “wasn’t staged 
right.” Just what part 
Smith took in the 
crime, if he did take an 
actual part, was a 
mystery to the detec- 
tives at first. (Below) 
Bernhardt Mylin (in 
foreground. wearing 
bow tie) testifying be- 
fore the Coroner’s Jury 
enquiring into the 
shooting to death of 
Russell Dickey on the 
Viking, in a fruitless 
attempt to get the 
fortune in the express 
car safe. Smith, re- 
ferred to above, had 
indicated that Mylin 
did the killing 
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'OMAN shot to death at the ‘Glen- 

wood’ Apartments, Leeward 

Avenue, Captain Taylor.” (Note: 

/I fictitious name is substituted here, 
in deference to the present owner of the apartment 
house where the tragedy occurred.) 

It was at 10:30 on the morning of August 
13th, 1924, that Irene Bell, veteran switch- 
board operator in the Detective Bureau — 
and to whom calls involving matters of life and 
death were mere routine — made this announce- 
ment as coolly as though she were reporting a 
purse-snatching job! 

“Wilshire officers already on the way out 
there,” she added. 

Within two minutes, Captain Herman Cline 
(at that time in command of the Homicide 
Squad, and since retired Chief of Detectives) 
and I were speeding to the Leeward Avenue 
address in a fast “call car.” 

We were met at the entrance to the Glenwood 


AGAINST the 
farther - most 
wall was a richly 
upholstered dav- 
enport; one of its 
cushions was cov- 
ered with blood. 
Directly in front 
of the divan, 
tfie carpet, afso, 
showed a large 
blood -stain. A 
card table, that 
had evidently been 
converted into a 
dining table, con- 
tained the remains 
of a meal set for 


I Above 1 Kid McCoy, 
at the height of his 
pugilistic career when 
money and fame were 
beckoning him on. (Right) 

The beautiful Mrs. Theresa 
Mors, as she looked in 1924, 
a few weeks before she was 
killed by Kid McCoy. This photograph was 
taken in the court-room at the time she obtained 
her divorce from Albert E. Mors 


Apartments by Detectives Arthur Stoll and Jerry Bain of 
Wilshire Division, who led us up the stairway to the second 
floor. 

A man, who introduced himself as manager of the apart- 
ment house, stood guard at the doorway of a room near the 

north end of the 
long hallway. The 
number on the 
door was 212. 

“In here,” he 
said, and we filed 
quickly past him 
into the chamber 
of death. 

There, in the 
center of the floor, 
lay the body of 
a woman almost 
completely cov- 
ered by a white 
blanket. Only silk- 
stockinged feet, 
rigid in death, were 
visible. A pair of 
black patent 
leather pumps 
lay a short dis- 
tance away, at the 
base of a pedes- 
taled electric fan. 


^LL the world knew of “Kid” McCoy in 
x the days of his triumphs — his fame as 
a ring fighter circled the globe. He fought 
the best in both middleweight and heavy- 
weight divisions — among them Tom 
Sharkey and the great James J. Corbett. 
He originated the effective so-called “cork- 
screw” punch, and many masters of the 
colorful and manly art were laid low by the 
clever, crafty McCoy. But how many, who 
clapped him to the echo, know of the darker 
side, when the law had to step in and lay 
its heavy hand on this ring idol? The 
story of a part of that part, follows here — 
a story with a lesson to every youth who 
sees only the glamour in success, but not 
its dangers 
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FINAL KNOCKOUT! 



By Joseph F. Taylor 

Chief of Detectives 
Los Angeles 
Police Department 

As told to 
Madeline Kelley 


two, a half-filled whiskey bottle, a 
seltzer bottle and a package of cigarets. 

Captain Cline bent over the still 
figure of the woman and gently lifted 
the blanket. She was fully dothed. 

A photograph clasped by waxen 
white hands and 
pressed close to 
the mouth, as in a 
dying caress, ob- 
scured part of the 
woman's features. 

(A reproduction of 
this photograph is 
shown in the back 
pages of thisissue.) 


(Left) Showing Kid McCoy after his 
"final knockout," this photograph 
graphically tells its own story the 
end of the trail for the famous 
fighter, with nothing left but 
the ashes of futility and failure. 
The picture was taken at De- 
tective Headquarters, in Los 
Angeles, on the morning of 
August 13th, 1924, a few hours 
after McCoy’s arrest for the 
slaying of Mrs. Mors, and at a 
time when the hangman's 
noose was staring him in the 
face 


C LINE, with 
difficulty, re- 
moved the picture 
from the dead 
fingers and laid it 
on a chair. 

We then gazed 
down upon a face 
that, even while 
set in death, was 
distinguished by a 
full-blown, volup- 
tuous beauty. However, the smooth skin of the exquisitely- 
rounded throat was marred by purple blotches. Dark circles 
surrounded the closed eyes. 

A small black hole, drilled through the left temple, showed 
instantly the means by which the hapless woman had met her 
death. 

And on the floor a few inches from the body lay a small 
automatic. I picked up the weapon, with the usual pre- 
cautions against obliterating fingerprints. One chamber 
was empty. 

However, the theory of suicide that first flashed through 
the minds of all of us, was practically discounter! by the fact 
that there were no powder-burn marks around the wound, 
to indicate that the shot had been fired at close range. 

Furthermore, examination showed that the cushion on the 
davenport was not merely stained, but completely saturated 
with blood. This evidence, together with the stain on the 
carpet- beside the davenport, and the fact that there was no 
trace of blood on the floor where the body was lying when 
found, made it apparent that it had been moved and “ar- 
ranged” after death. This last surmise was borne out by the 
fact that the dead woman’s eyes were closed, which would 
not have been the case had she met violent death by her own 
hand. 

In addition, the bullet that had crashed into her brain 
undoubtedly caused instant death — -while we had found the 


body, with a picture clasped in both hands, almost coveted. 

f TURNED to the manager, who was standing in the 

background. 

“Who is this woman?” 

“She came here on the 7th of July with a man. They 
registered as ‘Mr. and Mrs. Shields.’ They were quiet 
tenants and I never had any occasion to speak to them after 
they moved in.” 

It was then that I picked up the photograph that Captain 
Cline had removed from the dead woman’s hands. It was 
the picture of a handsome man, attired in clothes that were 
the height of fashion some twenty years ago. I looked . . . 
and looked again! I knew that man! Who? . . . Where? 
. . . When? . . . Then it dawned on me! 

“Herman !” I called excitedly. “Look here! D’ you know 
that face?” 

Cline took the picture from me and looked at it keenly, 
but no light of recognition dawned in his eyes. 

"Well, who is it?” he finally demanded. 

“It's ‘Kid’ McCoy! That’s exactly how he looked twenty 
years ago. What’s more, he’s in Los Angeles now. 1 saw 
him just a few weeks ago. Been working in the movies 
lately ” 

“Sure, I know him well,” Cline readily admitted, “but 
I'd never have recognized him in that get-up," indicating the 
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old-time picture. “Well, we'll find Kid McCoy,” he added 
grimly, and with a glance at the lifeless clay at our feet, that 
a short time l>efore had been a seductively beautiful woman. 
“He was always strong for women. Been married six or 
eight times.’” 

At that moment. Detective Stoll, who had been nosing 
about the apartment, called us into the kitchen. 

“What do you make of these?” he asked excitedly, and 
thrust toward us two small pieces of paper. 

On one was written: 


No, I heard no shots. If I'd heard shots, I would have 
investigated.” 

We then asked him to arrange for us to question employees 
and any tenants who might be able to shed light on the 
tragedy. 

¥ HAVING the death chamber with Detective Stoll on guard 
we adjourned to the manager’s office. 

There, we first questioned David Hiram, colored porter, 
who gave a graphic account of his discovery of the woman’s 



THIS IS MY ONLY WILL. I HEREBY LEAVE ALL MY PROPERTY 
AND PERSONAL EFFECTS TO MRS. THERESA MORS. 

NORMAN SELBY. 

July t. 1924. 

The other, which appeared to have been hastily scribbled 
with pencil, read: 

ALL MY BELONGINGS GO TO 
MY MOTHER. MRS. MARY E. 

SELBY. 6111 MESA STREET. 

NORMAN SELBY. 

Auk. 12. 1924. 

“That settles 
it," I declared 
grimly. “Now, 
we’ve not to find 
Kid McCoy, for 
‘.V orman Selby' is 
his true name!" 

¥ AGAIN mo- 
tioncd the man- 
ager forward, and 
showed him the 
picture of Selby, 
otherwise Kid 
McCoy. 

“This is an old 
picture," I ex- 
plained, “but do 
you recognize it 
at all as the man 
vou know as 
Shields’?” 

He scrutinized 
it closely. 

“Why, yes. It 

does look like him. Only he's 
much older." 

“Well, do you know the ex- 
prizefighter, Kid McCoy, when 


dead body. 

"I went in there he began, pointing a trembling finger 

in the direction of the apartment we had just left — “to make 
the bed and clean up, like I do every day. All the bed- 
clothes was piled on the floor. 

I picked ’em up, and there was 
that lady — dead!” 

The Negro’s eyes rolled and 
a shudder shook him, as he 
seemed to re-live 
the moment of 
making that grue- 
some find! 

“Scared me 
’most to death — 
seein’ her layin’ 
there like that 
with a blanket 
over her and her 
feet stickin’ out 
from under it!” 

“And then you 
made that bed 
up!” Cline rasped 
harshly. “Didn't 
you know better 
than to touch any 
thing in that 
room?” 

The porter 
blinked apprehen- 
sively. “Yes. sir. 
Mister, I knew I 
hadn't oughta 
made that bed up 
now, but after I 
called the manager, we thought 
we might as well put it up. We 
knew people would be wantin’ 
to walk around in there.” 


you see him?” 

“Kid McCoy ..." he repeated 
wonderingly, and then: "Why, 
sure! So that’s who this fellow 
is! I knew I'd seen him some- 


where. I couldn’t think who he 
reminded me of until you men- 
tioned his name.” 

“Have you any way of finding out what this woman’s 
name really is?” I interrupted, cutting short his monolog. “I 
mean the dead woman.” 

"How should 1 know who she is? Can I ask jjeople for a 
marriage license when they come to rent my apartments?” he 
demanded wrathfully. “Shields is the only name I know 
her by.” 

"Well, then, did you hear or see anything unusual in this 
apartment last night or this morning?” 

“I heard something unusual, and after what's happened, it 
could" have been in this apartment,” came the answer in a 
troubled voice. "My wife and I were awakened about 
twelve o’clock by a woman’s screams. I got up, went to our 
door and listened, but the screams suddenly stopped and 
everything was dead-quiet. So I told my wife to go back to 
sleep . . . that probably some couple was just having a fight. 


Joseph F. Taylor, Los Angeles’ popular Chief of Detec- 
tives, who knew Kid McCoy well and to whose lot it fell 
to arrest his friend. Chief Taylor, who worked his way 
up through the ranks, has a long and enviable record as a 
detective of outstanding shrewdness and ability, and has to 
his credit the solving of some of the most baffling cases in 
Pacific Coast police annals during the past twenty years 


“ ALL right, it can’t be helped 
now. But the next time — ” 
A woman who gave her name 
as Mrs. Martin, and whose apart- 
ment was almost directly beneath 
that in which the dead woman 
was found, asserted that she, 
too, had heard the screams. A moment later there was a 
muffled report . . . then a sound as of some heavy object 
falling to the floor. 

"I got up and looked out of my window. A man ran 
around the side of the house and when he got to the 
cement driveway between the house and the garage, he 
dropped to his hands and knees and crawled along for a little 
ways. Then, he straightened up and leaned against the wall 
of the garage for a few seconds, as if he was too exhausted 
to go any further. I was so frightened that I climbed back 
into bed and stayed there. Of course, I didn’t know there’d 
been a shooting ” 

“Would you recognize this man that you mentioned if you 
saw him again?" I asked. 

“No, because I didn't see his face. He was of heavy build, 
though.” 


“Kid” McCoy's Final Knockout! 
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AT this juncture we were in- 
terrupted by the ringing of 
the telephone. The manager 
answered. 

“It’s for Captain Taylor,” 
he announced, a second later. 

I hurriedly picked up the 
receiver. 

"Hello!" 

“Captain Taylor?" A man’s 
voice asked the question. 

“Speaking.” 

"Listen! My name’s Thomas. 
. . . I’m Kid McCoy’s brother- 
in-law!” The voice, surcharged 
with excitement, indicated that 
the speaker was laboring under 
a terrific strain. “Do you 
know the Kid?” 

“Yes, I know him,” I an- 
swered eagerly. “What about 
it?” 

“I think he’s killed himself! 
He came over to our house at 
three o’clock this morning and 
gave my wife . . . she’s his sister, 
you know . . . gave her his watch 
and money. Said he was going 
to end it all! We haven’t heard 
from him since, and we're 
afraid he’s committed suicide. 
He was drunk when he was 
here.” 




“\ATAIT a minute,” I said 
* * firmly. “Try to calm 
down and let me get this 
straight. First, where has 
McCoy been living?” 

“At the Glenwood Apart- 
ments, with a woman he’s crazy about. Her name is Mrs. 
Theresa Morsl I think all this trouble is over her. She’s 
just been divorced from Albert Mors . . . you know who I 
mean? He runs an antique shop out on West Seventh 
Street.” 

"Yes, I know ” I made my tone casual, for fear that 

my informant might sense the excitement I felt over the 

vitally important news he 
had just given me. “Well,” 
I assured him, “I hardly 


Police photo of the murder apartment, as detectives found it. Note bloodstains on the 
davenport cushion and the carpet. The lower arrow points to the body of Mrs. Mors, covered 
with a sheet, i Below) Left to right: Detectives Art W. Stoll and Henry L. (Jerry) Bain, 
examining evidence found at the murder scene. Bain is holding a woman’s rubber kitchen 
apron showing two cuts made by a butcher-knife. Stoll has in his left hand the gun which 
was taken from Kid McCoy at the time of his capture while his right hand has hold of the 
bludgeon that was found in the car used by the slayer 


think Mr. McCoy has killed himself. 1 know him personally 
and he doesn’t strike me as the suicide type.” 

F WAS in a quandary as to just how much I should tell this 
man. Evidently, he was unaware that a woman — un- 
doubtedly Mrs. Theresa Mors — had been found dead in the 
apartment she had recently occupied with his brother-in- 
law! If McCoy had killed her, any information given to 
Thomas might militate against our chances of capturing him. 
On the other hand, it was more than possible, under the 
circumstances Thomas had just explained, that 
Albert Mors, divorced husband of the slain woman, 
might have committed the murder. 

“How did you know where I was?” I demanded, 
stalling for time. 

“1 don’t know where you are. I got this number 
from the ’phone girl at the Detective Bureau,” he 
replied. “Don’t bawl her out about it ... I told her 
it was a matter of life or death!” 

“Oh, that’s all right I just won- 
dered.” 

“I wish you’d have some of your men 
look around the gymnasiums and other 
places you think the Kid might be. My 
sister feels positive that he’s lying dead 
somewhere. You don’t know how crazy 
he was about that Mors woman. 
Jealous as hell, and 1 think they’ve been 
quarreling lately. He blames her hus- 
band for all the trouble — ; — ” he went 
on, almost incoherently! “If the Kid’s 
drunk somewhere we want to get him 
home, and if he's — dead, we want to 
know that, too.” 
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“I’ll get busy on it right away,” I told him. “What’s 
your telephone number?” After hastily jotting down the 
number he gave, I hung up. 

¥N an aside, I relayed to Captain Cline the gist of the 

message I had just received. 

“Doesn’t seem possible that McCoy could have done it," I 
commented. “He’s a good-natured, easy-going type of 
fellow. Still, you can’t tell what a man will do when he’s 
in love — especially when he’s drunk! If he blames Mors 
for the trouble he’s had with his sweetheart, he’ll probably 
go gunning for him, too. We’d better get someone over to 
the Mors Antique Shop right away.” 

I called the Detective Bureau to give instructions to have 
the antique shop staked for McCoy. Hardly had I men- 
tioned his name than I received information that was startling 
indeed ! 

McCoy was in custody, charged with Attempt to Commit 
Murder! 

Without waiting for details, I ordered the Detective 
Bureau telephone operator to have the arresting officer bring 
Kid McCoy straight to the Glenwood Apartments. 

While we waited, we returned to the room where the body 
of Mrs. Mors lay. 

Further examination of the apartment disclosed nothing 
new that was of vital importance, but several things that I 
found of interest . . . things that indicated the former 
occupants’ rather exotic taste in art. A large tapestry 
depicting a scantily attired dancing-girl hung on one wall. 
On a small table stood a bronze statuette — a nymph clasped 
close in the arms of a satyr — and a book entitled The 
Basis of Marriage. 

Still another item, that I later had occasion to recall most 
forcibly, was an octagon-shaped box, of black enamel, with 
the following inscription gold-lettered on its top: 

“ The Sins That Ye Do Two By Two Ye Must Pay For One 
By One." 


IT was less than ten 
A minutes before we 
were called into the 
hall, and there found 
Patrolman R. L. 
Kritser, linked by 
handcuffs to a haggard 
faced, disheveled-look- 
ing man whom I rec- 
ognized as Kid McCoy. 


“Hello, Joe,” McCoy 
greeted me shakily after 
one swift look of recogni- 
tion. “Make this guy take 
these cuffs off me!” 

“Take ’em off," I or- 
dered Kritser. 

“But he's dangerous, 
Captain ” 

“Take them off. He’s 
not dangerous now.” 

TATHEN the offending 
* * bracelets were remov- 
ed, McCoy at once started 
to launch into a rambling 
recital of the circumstances 
surrounding his arrest. 

“Keep quiet,” Captain 
Cline ordered crisply. 
“What happened, Kritser?" 

“I was standing at the 
comer of Seventh and 
Alvarado Streets about 
thirty minutes ago . . . must 
have been just about it:io 
a.m.” he said, after con- 
sulting his watch, “when a 
citizen ran up and said 
there'd been some shoot- 
ing. Told me to go get 
him!” indicating McCoy. 
“He was running north on 
Alvarado. As I gave chase, 
I saw he had a gun in his 
hand. He looked 'round, 
saw me and jumped on the 
running - board of a 
Ford touring that 
happened by. I com- 


mandeered an- 
other passing auto 
and just before I 
overtook the Ford 
this man dropped 
his gun to the 
street and leaped 
off the running-board. I ordered him to 
surrender and he did. They told me 
at Central Station to bring him out 
here. Said it was your orders, sir.” 

"You did exactly right,” Cline informed him. “That’s 
all now. We’ll take care of your prisoner.” 

“All right, sir. But he's already put three people in the 
hospital !” 

When the officer had gone, I turned to McCoy. 

“What the devil's the matter with you?” I demanded. 

“Everything!” He declared wearily. “I got 
drunk last night " . 


“P|0 you know your sweetheart is dead?” 

I shot the question at him. 

“Dead!" he echoed, dazedly. “Don’t make 
me look at her, Joe!” he groaned. “I loved 

that woman ” his voice broke — "when 

she died, all the lights went out for me ” 


{Left) Kid McCoy in hi* 
cell on the evening of the 
day of his arrest. Was he 
thinking here of the attrac- 
tive Theresa Mors of past, 
happy days, whom he had 
slain within the 24 hours? 
The photograph of Mrs. 
Mors (above) shows her 
as she looked in 1915, at the 
height of her beauty, near 
the time when McCoy first 
met her 


“Kid,” McCoy's Final Knockout! 
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Tenants of the apartment house, having learned of McCoy's 
arrest, surged into the hallway where we stood, their mouths 
agape with curiosity. 

I sought the manager. 

"Have you a vacant apartment where I can question this 
man privately?” 

We were at once shown to a room across the hall. I push- 
ed the Kid inside, and when my brother-officers would have 
followed, McCoy voiced a vigorous protest. 

‘Tip not going to talk to anybody but you, Joe,” he de- 
clared, his bloodshot eyes filling with tears. “Keep those 
l>eople out of here!” 

“0. K., Joe,” Cline acquiesced instantly, “you talk to 
him,” and closed the door upon us. 

“First,” I said to the unkept man before me, “go and 
wash the grime from your face and hands.” 

McCoy turned obediently and presently emerged from the 
bathroom looking more like his normal self. 

“Now, sit down there and tell 
me all about it. How does it 
happen that Mrs. Mors is 
dead?” 

“Joe, I swear to God I don’t 


morning! Y'oughta seen those guys!” he said, laughing. 
“What guys?” I demanded. 

“Over there in the shop! I was waiting there for Mors to 

come in, the ! I’d have killed him on sight!” His 

eyes fairly glittered for an instant with a venomous hatred. 
And then again, that dreadful, maudlin laughter. “Gosh, 
but those fellows looked funny!" 

“T ISTEN! You’d better come down to earth! This is no 
laughing matter! What did you do . . . shoot some- 
body over there?” 

"Did I! I taught that fellow Ross not to walk out on 
me! If he’d done what I told him, he'd be all right now. 
Had no business trying to get away and tip Mors off! But 
say, Joe, they sure looked funny, sittin’ there with their 
pants oil ” 

I walked over to where McCoy sat and grasped him by 
the arm. 


"I OOK at 
manded. 


me!” I com- 
“I’m not in- 
terested in how those fellows 
looked with their pants off, get 




Kid McCoy frolicking on the sands of Santa Monica Beach, California, with a group of bathing beauties, all seeming to be en- 
joying the fun. This picture was taken at the time McCoy was playing in moving pictures, when there was not a cloud on the 

horizon of his future 


know! I got lit last night. W’e were here together, and the 
first thing I knew, she was dead! 1 don't remember how it 
happened. You've got to believe me, Joe!” he pleaded 
desperately. 

"Looks like you killed her," I said shortly. “Was any- 
body else with you?” 

"I don’t know! I was drunk, I tell you! ' Been drunk all 
night, and still am. Say!” His mood abruptly changed in a 
way almost horrible to see and hear. He laughed up- 
roariously, slapping his thigh in seeming high good humor 
with himself. "I’ve sure had one hell of a good time this 


me?” I gave him a violent shake for emphasis. “I want 
you to tell me what you did. and why you got so free with 
your gun! What's all this about three people being in the 
hospital?” 

“Aw, Joe, don’t get sore. I’m tellin’ you what happened, 
ain't I? I been hunting Mors all night. Couldn’t find the 

at home, so 1 got the idea of going over to his shop this 

morning to wait for him. He didn’t show!” Disappoint- 
ment and chagrin were written all over McCoy’s blotched 
countenance. “Well, I found some people waitin’ there for 
him, and just to make sure that none ( Continued on page 68) 


How I TRAPPED the 


T HE story so far: 

During the robbery of the 
First National Bank of Bell- 
more, Long Island, New York, 

Ernest L. Whitman, an ex-soldier 
and Wall Street bond salesman was 
murdered. Evidence points to an 
inside job — the cashier is under 
suspicion. 

The bandits are believed to have 
transferred from the murder car, a Buick, 
to a Hudson which Detective De Martini 
believes he has traced and found to be 
owned by Jack Slattery, proprietor of the 
Old Homestead, a Long Island roadhouse. 

Slattery's character is vouched for by his 
intimate friends, the Wiegands, who own 
another roadhouse, the Newbridge Inn. 

The license plate found on the murder car 
belongs to an electrical contractor named Julius 
Presses, who claims the car was stolen from 
him four days before the commission of the 
crime. The murder car was stolen three 
days before the crime, from in front of the 
miner's residence on Madison Avenue. 

Detective De Martini continues his story: 

Part Two 

I LET several days elapse before I again called 
Mrs. Wiegand on the telephone. 

"Haw you heard anything?" I asked her. 

"About what?” she asked. 

"Have you heard from Slattery?” 

“Oh, yes. He was here last night. Do you want 
to see him?” 

"Would it be possible to make an appointment for 
me to meet him at your place?” I asked in a voice I 
tried to make sound diffident. “Nothing to be alarmed 
about, but the District Attorney said I ought to have 
spoken to him personally. 

“Could you make it tomorrow forenoon?" she suggested. /Island City," he began. 

“Certainly. Any time you say. I'm very much obliged 

to you.” / T KNEW he was telling the truth there, for in the roving 

When I reached the Newbridge Inn the following day, I canvass I mentioned earlier in the story I spoke to a 
found that Slattery had arrived ahead of me. ' certain Mrs. Ann Atolz of Oyster Bay who told me that she 

He was a tall, fine looking chap, very well groomed and had seen the car that stopped in front of the Bergold's farm 



(Loft) John J. Slattery, 
notorious crook. De Martini 
said of him: “We played a 
smooth game with each other, 
and I left him feeling well satis- 
fied with himself —in the thought 
that he had won” 


told me alrout Jack’s car breaking 
down and the two strangers asking if 
he needed help. “They said they were 
mechanics,” he finished. 

“Do you think they were really 
mechanics?” I asked him. 

“No. At least I believed they were at 
first, but when we got to talking and, well, 
when they couldn’t straighten her out, 
and we had to push her to the side of the 
Y road . . . and I had to telephone for a tow, I 
p believed they were Federal officers, but when 
the car came I couldn’t get out of offering 
them a lift since they Had told me they had lost 
their way. So I brought them here for a few soft 
drinks. The way they fumbled with the car 
showed they weren't really mechanics. In the 
afternoon I went to Long Island City and dropped 
them off in Flushing.” 

“Where were you coming from? — -this is all a mere 
matter of form you know.” I said to him as he appeared 
to be getting confused. He must have realized how 
funny it sounded when he told me that he had taken 
them all the way to Wiegand’s — a roadhouse — for a few 
soft drinks. He mopped his forehead. 

“I was coming from Hicksville, going towards I-ong 


with a personality that should have been worth a big salary 
as a salesman in any legitimate line of business. With him 
was a shorter fellow, also good looking and well dressed. I 
won’t mention this man’s name. He is quite prominent 
and was amazed when he learned that Slattery was a crook; 
as he was destined to discover much later on. 

Mrs. Wiegand introduced us, explaining that I was from 
the District Attorney’s office investigating the Bellmore 
Bank robbery and murder. 

“TT is,” I explained as we three took seats in the dining 
room, “the two men who were with you I am interested 
in. You seem to be nervous — no need of that.” 

When he had shaken hands with me I had noticed that his 
palm was clammily cold, and there was a nervous twitch 
to his lips as he smiled. 

“I had a hard night— not much rest," he explained some- 
what jerkily. 

“Of course he hasn't anything to be nervous about,” the 
friend spoke up, and went on to tell me what a fine chap 
Jack was. 

“I know,” I nodded. “The Wiegands 
told me. So far as I’m concerned I am 
convinced that he had nothing what- 
ever to do with the hold-up. But the 
District Attorney asked me about the 
two men whom he picked up, and I 
couldn’t give him much on that.” 

Slattery then related the story 
Mrs. W r iegand and Mr. Wiegand had 
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coming from the direction of Hicksville. But I interrupted 
Jack right there. I wanted to see if he were the type of 
fellow who, if he made a discrepancy would grab a sug- 
gestion and turn his statement around. If he had been 
coming from Hicksville. he might Ire coming also from 
Bellmore, the scene of the crime. If he said he had been 
going towards Hicksville, he would be going towards the 
scene of the crime — -an alibi. 

“Get this straight," I said, looking him right in the eye. 
“I'm not working on any beer case. I'm on the Bellmore 
Bank murder. W r ere you coming from Hicksville?" 

All nervousness seemed to disappear as he answered in a 
seemingly frank and confidential tone: “To tell you the 
truth, I was on my way out from I>ong Island taking orders 
for beer.” 

“Can you give me a description of the two fellows you 
picked up?” 

“One had an Irish brogue. He was five feet nine, medium 
build, about one hundred and sixty (rounds and wore a dark 
overcoat. The other w r as five. feet eight, slim, a hundred 
and forty-five pounds weight, and well- 
dressed in a light overcoat. He wore 
a four-in-hand tie and a dark velour 
hat." 

He insisted that he could give me no 
further information about the men, but 
said he could identify them if he ever 
saw them again. They didn’t, he 
claimed, look like hold-up men or 
burglars, but rather, he was sure, like 


Bellmore Bank Bandits 


With consummate skill Detective 
De Martini gradually uncovers 
evidence from tight-lipped wit- 
nesses and informers in New 
York's underworld haunts, on 
the infamous Bellmore Bank 
robbery and murder. The net 

begins to close the time for 

the big coup approaches. . . . 


revenue officers on the lookout for bootleggers. 

“If you need me for identification purposes,” 
said this charming rascal, “I will gladly assist you. 
Do you want me to go to the District Attorney’s 
office with you now?” 

"No, indeed,” I reassured him. “You can go 
right home so far as I am concerned. If you 
happen to run across those fellows any time you 
might let me know, though." 

“I shall,” said he, and we parted the best of 
friends. 

\\T E had been playing a smooth game with each 
* * other, and I left him feeling well satisfied 
with himself — in the thought that he had won. 
Slattery, like the Wiegands, I was sure, took me 
for a simple sort of soul, not overburdened with 
brains. For twenty years I have been cultivating 
that manner. I can go on telling dozens of stories 
about how I have caught crooks and the crooks 
can read them — but evidently it doesn’t convince 
them. Which is fine for me, for you can learn a 
great deal more by appearing duller than you are 
than in trying to bluff or scare people with a sem- 
blance of transcendental mentality. 

But for the time being I was up against a stone 
wall. In lying when he said he was coming from 
Long Island City, and towards Hicksville and Bell- 
more, he had forged the link attaching hint to the 
crime a bit stronger. The next step was a back- 
wards one — to attach him to the stolen Ford or 
Buick cars. Then 1 would get a decent “bust 
open.” 



Mrs. Ernest L. Whitman, widow of the bond salesman who was mur- 
dered during the robbery of the Bellmore bank. On the right is Miss 
Mary Umhauer, Assistant Cashier, held up at the point of a gun by one 
of the bandits 


Not much mention has been made of Fred Fayard, chauffeur 
for the Smallwoods who owned the stolen Buick. The day 
after the crime, detectives found their residence on Madison 
Avenue closed, but they were finally located in the fashionable 
I.enori Apartment Hotel on Flast 63rd Street between Madison 
Avenue and Fifth Avenue. 

Operatives who had been working that angle had reported 
Mr. Smallwood to be an elderly gentleman of much wealth 
and solid social position. His wife was an invalid and the 
couple lived very quietly They gave their chauffeur. Fret! 
Fayard, an excellent recommendaton; he had been with them 
for five or six years and any thought of connecting him with 
the crime seemed ridiculous. 

Indeed, so far as his connection with the crime at that 
stage is concerned, we might let him make his exit right now. 


but by one of those extravagantly weird quirks of fate 
Fayard became one of the characters who served to turn the 
Bellmore Bank case into a drama that rivalled Hamlet for 
the number of sudden and violent deaths that occurred 
before the final curtain fell. 

For that reason alone, I will take you with me to the small, 
neatly furnished apartment where he lived at 61 1 West 
135th Street. 

T CALLED on Fayard by appointment, as the operative 

had reported that the chauffeur was away from home a 
great deal. A few days surveillance had shown that these 
absences were accounted for by visits to a married woman on 
Long Island — which was none of our business, but would 
have probably lost him his job had his conservative employers 
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learned of the liaison. This was of no great importance. 

Though his accent was perfect, there was something foreign 
in the appearance of Fayard. He had the dark brooding 
eyes of Orientals, though in his dress and manner he was 
thoroughly American. This was my first impression of the 
Smallwood’s chauffeur when he opened the door in answer 
to my ring. 

The room to which he led me was a combination bedroom 
and sitting room, as neat and characterless as a stateroom 
on a liner. Somehow the impersonality of that room was 
reflected in its owner, cheerful enough as it was with the 
late spring sunshine pouring in through the windows. 

“1 suppose,” he said in a flat but |>erfectlv courteous voice, 
“it is necessary to look everybody U p in a case like this. 
But why can't one detective ask all the questions?" 

“There are many different agencies employed in the in- 
vestigation,” I explained to him. “I represent the District 
Attorney's office; others represent other interests, the 
Bankers Association for instance. It is a very serious crime. 

. . . and your car was used by the murderers — tear the murder 
car, in fact” I finished impressively. 

I had wanted to shock him a bit out of his indifferent 
attitude, but I was astonished at the effect of my words. 
He gave a short gasp that choked in his throat. One of 
those quiet fellows, I thought to myself, with all sorts of 
suppressed emotions bottled up tight in him. The Long 
Island lady ought to be warned — but then, would she thank 
us for interfering? 

“How was it that the car was reported stolen from the 
comer of 31st Street and I-exington Avenue and later stated 
that it was stolen from in front of the Smallwood's Madison 
Avenue home?” I asked slowly and deliberately. 

“Just a typographical error, I guess,” he 
said casually. A 
keen glint came 
into his eyes. 

“There was a gun 
in the car when it 
was stolen. An 
Ithaca shotgun 
that had been 
used in hunting. 

It was on the 
back seat. I un- 
derstand you can 
identify guns by 
their numbers. I’ll 
try and get that 
number for you. 

But that's all I 
can offer to do. I 
don't know a 
thing about the 
theft of the car. It was stolen about eleven,” he concluded. 

I questioned him for over an hour and learned nothing of 
importance, w'ith the exception of the presence of the gun 
in the stolen car. That, I figured, was the gun that had been 
used in the Buick as it blazed down the Bellmore road. 

"VTOW I started to do a lot of work in Presses’ neighborhood. 
^ ' Careful investigation had not disclosed a black mark 
in his |>ast, but there were the small discrepancies I men- 
tioned licfore, that had to be explained, and you can’t jump 
into a lead like a bull into a china shop. You have to tread 
as delicately as if you were walking on eggs. 

I made no concerted drive against any one trail for the 
next few days, but gathered fragments of information in 
Bellmore, Hicksville, Long Island City and the Bronx. 
Men attached to Captain Gallagher's staff were keeping the 
Old Homestead under constant surveillance. 

Captain Jones, after firing test bullets from the weapons 
found in the |>ossession of the three men picked up in Smith- 
town, stated that the revolvers had not been used in the 
murder of Whitman. In this arrest the imagination of 


Marjorie Kunz gave us a bad break. She identified “Linipy” 
I.oeber as the full-faced, big-nosed man she had seen transfer 
from the Hudson to the Buick! Limpy does slightly re- 
semlile that man — but only from a good distance. The 
Grand Jury failed to indict them and the three men were 
turned oxer to the Suffolk County authorities who wanted 
them for another crime. 

Holding a copy of a news|iapcr that carried the story of 
their release from Nassau County, I dropped into a speak- 
easy in Presses' neighborhood. 

It was a drab place in the back room of a store. No 
attempt had been made to render it attractive. I had 
called there several times, however, and had always found it 
well patronized. Evidently the vile hooch they sold over 
the old chipped bar was sufficient enticement. 

The fellow who had introduced me to this “oasis" let it be 
assumed that I was an insurance solicitor — which was quite 
an effective way of discouraging any attempt of the “barflies” 
from making awkward inquiries as to my business. 

r PHIS afternoon a big, hulking chap, with a hard, weather- 

bitten face was indulging in a glass of beer, as I took my 
(dace at the liar and laid the news|ia|>er carelessly on the 
counter. His eyes were 111 eery and his voice husky. He 
looked as if he had reached the alcoholic stage where one more 
sip would topple him over into that state known as "passing 
out cold.” 

But his small pouch-embedded eyes caught sight of the 
headline on the front page of my pa|ier. 

“Say bo,” he grunted, "let’s have a look at that sheet. 

I seen it earlier, but Harry here won’t believe they let them 

guys off. Bet 'im a hundred 
dollars 'twam't 'em. 'Twas 
the guerrillas that stole Presses’ 
car that did it. Why don't 
them flat feet find out who 
stole it? Broad daylight an' 
right there 'tween the delica- 
tessen and the barber shop 
'twas. Muss-a- 
bin somebody seen 
’em. L’ess see it, 
will *you ?” 

“I thought it 
was stolen from in 
front of Presses’ 
home,” I said, 
handing him the 
paper. 

He made no an- 
swer but grabbed 
the newspa|ier and 
in turning clumsily 
to his companion he knocked over both glasses of beer. 

“No, ‘Stew' Horan’s right," the man on my left said im- 
portantly, but with a sneer as he referred to the bet-you-a- 
hundred informant. “The car was slandin' between the 
delicatessen and the barlier shop. Presses left it there when 
he went in for a shave. When he came out again it was gone. 
I heard Joe, the barber, talking about it the day after the 
hold-up.” 

This was the liest tip ,1 had had in the Bmnx lead up to 
that time. The man who had just spoken appeared to be a 
responsible sort of chap. 

As it is always best to get information first hand, I stuck 
around the s|ieakeasy for a few minutes and then went to 
the barber shop. 

For picking up information there is no place to beat a 
barber shop in a locality of this sort. In the old days it was 
the barkee|ier who listened to the joys and tribulations of 
his customers, but the prohibition type of bartender is as 
gloomy as the stuff he sells. It is the wielder of the shears 
and razor who has become the chief public de(iosit of con- 
fidences and sources of news. ( Continued on page 74 ) 







Remarking, “It is deuced dark in here,” Aubert struck a match against his trouser-leg and held it up above his head 


THE Diabolical Murder 

at the CHATOU VlLLA 


What a frightful plot this murderer conceived in his crazed 
mind! Tortured by jealousy, he carefully set the cruel trap 
to which his doomed victim approached unsuspecting . . . . 


T HE man, whose name was Marin Fenayrou, had been 
a shop man to a chemist, had married the daughter of 
the owner, a widow of the name of Gibon, and had be- 
come master of the business. But he was far too fond 
of drink and backing horses; the customers fell off, the shop' 
was sold, and he was forced to take a situation as a clerk. 

•It was the girl’s mother who had made the match. Gabrielle, 
her daughter of seventeen, was then fresh from school, a girl 
with little strength of will, but sweet and docile, whose chief 
delight was to be flattered, kissed and petted. She had 
small liking for her husband, an ungainly monster, with a 
rough red beard and the manners of a satyr, dangerous as a 
tiger and as jealous as Othello. 

While they were still living at the shop she had fallen in 
love with a young man named Louis Aubert, a pupil in the 
business — a gay youth 
of twenty-one, by no 
means a bad sort of 
fellow in his way, 
though somewhat fond 


of giving himself airs. It is true he was not very handsome; 
but, beside her ogre husband, he seemed almost the Adonis of 
her unhappy life. 

One day his master, perhaps suspecting something, had 
flown into a passion and kicked him out of doors. Aubert had 
set up as a chemist on his own account, and Fenayrou had 
come to think that, if there had been anything between the 
pupil and his wife, it was now all done with and forgotten. 
But an intercepted letter had made it clear that they had 
long been lovers, and, more, that they were meeting still. 
And now the ogre sat waiting for his guilty wife. 

She entered, unsuspecting — and the whole brute within 
the man broke loose. He flung the letter in her face, dragged 
off her wedding ring and bits of jewellery, forced her to her 
knees, and wrung out a full confession. On the wall there 

hung her bridal wreath 
of orange blossoms, a 
chalk drawing of her- 
(Con tinned 

on page 1 14) 
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A Fact Story 

By H. Greenhough Smith 



Confessions of F rank Silsby 



Foreword 

B EATING the law has become 
a national game. No citizen, 
no bank, factory or armored 
truck is safe from the savage 
raids of bandits who swoop out 
from the underworld, strike, 
and. disappear. How do they 
do it? How do the gangsters 
get away with robbery and 
murder? 

"I have committed approxi- 
mately one hundred and fifty major 
crimes and have been arrested more 
Ilian turn hundred times,” says 
Silsby, “but in only 
one-instance did I 
‘do time' — and then 
on a plea of guilty. 

Whats wrong with 
the system of deal- 
ing with crime}” 

It is a question 
that national and 
state commissions 
are studying in de- 
tail. 

Something is rad- 
ically wrong. 

Silsby here tells 
the readers of this 
magazine, in full de- 
tail, the story of his 
crimes and the sys- 
tem he used to 
escape punishment. 

The story so far: 

Frank Silsby, born 
into a good home 
turns criminal at 
sixteen. Criminal 
“success” followed, 
but he is finally 
caught and sentenced 
to Minnesota State 
Prison. Paroled on 
good behavior, he 
violates parole and is 
returned to prison. 

After two years he is 
unconditionally re- 
leased. 

Bitter against so- 
ciety, he organizes 
his own gang — be- 
comes a master crim- 
inal in league with 
a bank president. 

More success follows 
and then a friend of 
the banker — a “stool” 

— almost causes 
Silsby's ruin. The 
banker commits sui- 
cide and Silsby con- 
tinues his outrages 
against society. 

He settles near St. 

Louis and makes 
friends with a deputy 
sheriff who persuades 
him to buy a road- 


house — then approaches him with 
a plan to rob a nearby bank. Silsby 
asks the deputy what part he would 
play in the hold-up and the 

officer starts to explain 

Silsby continues his story: 


Part Five 

I 'D give you a clear road, 
and see that the rest of 
the boys chased you in 
the wrong direction.” 

‘‘I told hi in I would let him 
know. He gave 
me the name of 
the bank and its 
location. I went 
over the ground 
and was i n - 
terested. I asked 
the deputy who I 
could get to help 
me. He replied 
that he thought 
I should see a 
certain party who 
ran a place like 
mine. 

‘‘He knows a 
lot of the boys and 
pulls one himself 
now and then,” 
said the deputy. 

I went to see 
the party named 
and told him 
about myself and 
let him listen to a 
little deep stuff to 
convince him I 
was on the level. 
I outlined a plan 
to rob the bank 
and he nodded ap- 
proval and said he 
would lend a hand 
and get the neces- 
sary helpers him- 
self. 

Then he startled 
me by asking: 
“Have you seen 
‘Dint’ about it?” 
“Dint who?” 
“Dint Colbeck, 
the leader of the 
Egan gang." 

( Continued oil 
page I 19) 


—MASTER 

Criminal 

As told by HIMSELF 


S ILSBY, shown above, may not look it, but he is a hard man — a tough criminal. Yet he does have at least one redeeming quality 
—his willingness to frankly expose the methods of organized crime in its perpetrating of wholesale robbery, extortion and 
murder. It is best that the youth of our country should know what is actually happening around them, and learn of its fright- 
ful penalty in the end. Not part, but ALL of these enemies of society pay the penalty. Those who do not get bumped off 
by their own “pals,” eventually land in prison. They escape for a time — yes. But ONLY FOR A TIME. 
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IU Teach You 

To Dance 


— at home ‘without music or a 


partner or the trial is FREE 

By LILLIAN RAY 

V^ES — I’ll teach you in a few hours — at 
* home — in private — how to quickly learn 
all the modern dances — the very latest Fox 
Trot Steps, the Tango, the Collegiate Dances, 
the Waltz, the One-Step, the Two-Step, and 
the newest society dance steps, or the trial 
costs you nothing. 

I’ll train you to he an easy, confident dancer 
by a system so clear, so simple, so complete 
that you will soon start dancing gracefully — 
even though you’ve never danced before. 


Dancing Made As Simple As A-B-C 
by This Easy Chart Method 


VrOU will he surprised to see how easily 
* you can learn to dance by our simple 
chart system. Every dance is explained 
step by step with charts and diagrams. 
You can't possibly go wrong. Thedirec- 
tions are so easy to follow, 
and the pictures are so 
clear, that you’ll be danc- 
ing before you realize it. 

You do not need a part- 
ner, music or a dance floor. 

You learn the simple, fun- 
damentals first. You can go 
as fast or slow as you wish. 

And you can learn in your 
own room. No one need 
disturb you. As fast as you 
master one step you learn 
the next one. In that w r ay, 
there is no embarrassment, 
no mistaken ideas, no won- 
dering what to do next. 

This new book shows you 
exactly what to do and 
when to do it. 


If You Can Walk, 
You Can Learn 
to Dance 


THIS BOOK 
EXPLAINS 


— the correct dancing position 
— the secret of leading 
— how to follow your partner 
— how to stand correctly 
— how to gain self-confidence 
— how to keep time to music 
— how to recognize dance 
rhythms 

— how to start on the right 
beat 

—how to avoid stiffness 
— the Fox Trot Walk-Step 
— the Forward Two-Step 
— the Balance Step 
— the Left Turn 
— the Cross-Cut 
— the Side-Progressive Step 
— the Cross-Cut Change 
— the Left Corte 
— the Tango Combinations 
— how to ask for a dance 
— how to introduce your part- 
ner to friends 
— the duties of a hostess 
— how to dress correctly 
— how to word invitations 
— how to acknowledge invita- 
tions 


lead or follow, how to be graceful and 
feel at ease, how to get rhythm, how to 
stand correctly, how to gain confidence, 
how to change from fast to slow steps, 
how to Income popular. In fact, in a 
short time this remarkable 
course should make you 
one of the best dancers in 
your set. 

Every time you turn down 
an invitation to a dance, you 
are missing hours of fun, 
enjoyment and pleasure. 
Dancing is the best of the 
social accomplishments. If 
you are a good dancer, you 
will be popular and get invita- 
tions to all the parties. Why 
not learn to dance and share 
the splendid times others are 
enjoying? 


You Make Scores 
of New Friends 
If You Dance 


Don't confuse this simple 
chart system of learning to dance with 
any other method or course on the 
market. All you have to do is to follow 
our simple instructions and in a few 
hours you will be dancing. This remark- 
able course tells how to know by the 
music what kind of a dance is next, 
how to start on the right beat, how to 


new book. But when you study our course 
you not only get the very latest and most 
complete instruction, but you pay but a 
mere fraction of what private lessons would 
cost you. 

Further, there is absolutely no embar- 
rassment when you learn by our simple 
method. You can take it just as slow or 
fast as you wish. You can master every 
step before practicing the next one. In that 
way, you learn thoroughly. 

Try 5 Days FREE 

Just send your name and address on the 
coupon below and we'll send the complete 
course at once. When the postman hands 
you the book, pay him only $1.98, plus the 
delivery charges. Try the course for 5 
days. Then if you are not satisfied, return 
it and your money will be refunded im- 
mediately. The trial won’t cost you a cent. 
Mail the coupon now while the matter is 
before you. 


Dancing brings you in 
contact with hundreds of 
people for practically every- 
body dances. On the dance 
floor, formality and class 
distinction are forgotten 
and everyone joins in the 
fun. You meet the prettiest girls and the 
handsomest fellows. Many a lasting ac- 
quaintance or a profitable business deal was 
started on the dance floor. Why deprive 
yourself of all of this enjoyment when you 
can learn to dance so easily? 

If you should take private lessons from a 
dancing master, he would charge you at 
least $25.00 for the instruction given in this 


I FRANKLIN PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
I Dept. B-100 

| 800 North Clark Street, Chicago, III. 

| Please send me your complete course in 

■ dancing so that I can try it for 5 days. When 
1 the package arrives. I'll pay the postman 
| only SI. 98. plus delivery charges. If I am 

■ not satisfied after 5 days' trial. I may return 
I the book and you are to refund my money. 


I Name . 


I Street and No. 


J City and State 

If you may be out when the postman calls , 

I send $2.00 with the coupon and we'll pay 
I all delivery charges. Customers outside of 

U. S. must send cash with order. I 
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“Kid” McCoy’s Final Knockout! 

( Continued, from page 61) 


of ’em could get out and tip him off, I 
took their money and watches and made 
the men — I think there was three of ’em 
— made the men take their pants off ! They 
couldn’t go out on the street without their 
pants, could they?” Once more, the 
drunken man roared with laughter. “Then, 
a fellow named Ross, that I’d met a time 
or two made a break for the door and I 
shot him from behind, just to show him 
I meant what I said!” 

“What else?” I insisted. 

McCoy’s eyelids were beginning to droop 
soddenly. 

“What else? Oh, yeah.” He raised his 
head with an effort. "Well, when I fol- 
lowed this guy Ross out on the street, I 
couldn’t get back in the shop because those 
people in there had locked the door on 
me I” he said aggrievcdly. “So I hap- 
pened to remember that there was a 
couple next door named Schapp that I 
ought to rub out, too! They've been doing 
a lot of talking to Tess, damn ’em, trying 
to break us up! God, Joe, but I loved 
Tess — ” Once more, he was in maudlin 
tears at mention of his sweetheart’s name. 
"Finest woman that ever lived, Joe, be- 
lieve it or not!” 

“All right, let’s hear the rest of it. 
What about these Schapp people?” 

“Well, I went in their place and found 
them there. I just took a shot at each 
of ’em to teach ’em to mind their own 
business !” 

“Did you hit them?” 

“Don’t know! Didn’t wait to see. I 
beat it up Alvarado Street about that time. 
Then, this copper caught up with me, and 
here I am 1” 

He seemed utterly incapable of realizing 
the seriousness of his predicament. 

"I suppose you know what you’ll be up 
against if those people die,” I reminded 
him grimly. “With Mrs. Mors already 
dead and everything pointing to you as 
her murderer ” 

“I know. Joe,” he replied, almost placa- 
bly. “Let’s don't argue now, though. I'm 
drunk and sleepy and I don’t want to be 
bothered. I tell you, the lights went out 
for me when I saw Tess lying there, 
dead. Gee, but she was wonderful 1 She 
made a one-woman man out of me, Joe, 
honest to God!” 

I T was all too evident that there was 
nothing to be gained by further ques- 
tioning of McCoy in his then irrational 
condition, despite the fact that I was most 
anxious that he should tell the exact cir- 
cumstances under which Theresa Mors 
had come to her death. 

Accordingly, I opened the door and 
beckoned to Captain Cline. After a brief 
consultation in the hallway, it was deemed 
advisable to give McCoy an opportunity 
to sleep off the effects of the liquor that 
had caused him to embark upon this mad 
orgy of crime. 

We left Detective Bain to guard the 
murder apartment and telephoned the cor- 
oner to view the body of the dead woman 
and have it removed to an undertaking 
parlor. Captain Cline, Detective Stoll and 
I. with our prisoner, returned to Central 
Station, and a few minutes later saw 
McCoy safely locked in a jail cell. He 


staggered over to the narrow cot and 
threw himself heavily upon it. A moment 
later, he was snoring loudly. 

I returned to my duties as Captain in 
charge of the Business Office, deeply 
affected over the tragic situation in which 
this erstwhile idol of the boxing realm had 
apparently thrust himself. 

My personal acquaintance with Norman 
Selby, professionally known as Kid Mc- 
Coy, was of long standing. 

It was in Capetown, South Africa, in 
the year 1902, that I first met this man 
now under suspicion of murder. He was 
then a handsome stripling in his late 
twenties, attached to a traveling circus. 
Showy posters advertised him as an un- 
defeated boxer, ready and willing to meet 
all comers! If he failed to “knock out” 
his opponent in four rounds, the circus 
stood to lose twenty-five dollars to the 
victorious challenger. 



Facsimile of the “Will” found in the death 
apartment where Theresa Mors was killed, 
and which was written by Nortnan Selby, 
otherwise known as Kid McCoy 

I might say here that in Capetown, at 
least, the circus sustained no financial 
losses through Kid McCoy ! 

In New York City about two years 
later, our paths had crossed again, when 
I found him managing the Normandie 
Hotel. He told me then that a European 
tour had netted him some $50,000. This 
money, I understood, had been rapidly dis- 
sipated by the victorious prizefighter. In- 
toxicated by success and the wealth it 
brought, he squandered a fortune along 
New York’s “Gay White Way,” where 
he was a popular favorite. At that time 
he was known as the Beau Brummel of 
boxers. His wardrobe was said to have 
included as many as eighty suits of clothes 
at one time ! 

And he had embarked on the sea of 
matrimony no less than seven times. Im- 
petuous. fickle, ardent . . . women always 
seemed to find him irresistibly charming. 
One beauty, Julia Woodruff, married and 
divorced him three times ! 


Often — in a club or at some sporting 
event — the kid had regaled me with tales 
of lus former fights. 

In 1896 he held the welterweight cham- 
pionship of the world, having defeated 
Tommy Ryan and Tommy West. Jack 
Wilkes,. Peter Maher and Joe Choynski 
had all been put to rout by the redoubt- 
able Kid. 

Although he did not win in a fight he 
had with Tom Sharkey, he laid the sailor 
on the canvas with his much-talked-of 
“corkscrew" punch. 

It was in 1900 that he experienced his 
first knockout — at the hands of no less 
worthy an antagonist than Jim Corbett! 

A ND now, twenty-four years later, in 
the so-called “prime of life,” when 
lie should have been resting on his hard- 
earned laurels, he lay in jail, with a charge 
of murder pending against him. And that 
the charge would be proved, in some de- 
gree. I could not doubt. Even in his 
maudlin ravings he had admitted drinking, 
and quarreling with Theresa . and 
then suddenly she was dead! By whose 
hand but his own, unless he could prove it 
otherwise. 

Late on the afternoon of his arrest, I 
visited McCoy in his cell and found him 
pacing up and down within its narrow 
confines, one hand held to his head. 

“For God’s sake, Joe !” he began, when 
I had entered his cell, “what have I done? 
What’s this all about! Tell me! My 
head's in a muddle. All I know is that 
something terrible’s happened. Where’s 
Tess?” His voice shook as he pronounced 
the diminutive name of his sweetheart, 
Theresa Mors. 

Quietly, I informed him she was dead. 
He sat down heavily on the edge of his 
cot. Face hidden in his hands. 1 heard 
him mutter in a voice from which all hope 
had fled : “So ! It’s true, then. It’s not 
a dream. It’s true !” 

“Do you want to make a statement 
now?” I asked. I could not but pity the 
man who sat before me, apparently suffer- 
ing the anguish of the damned as his tor- 
tured brain prodded him into a realization 
of the tragedy he must have wrought! 

“Do you remember shooting those peo- 
ple this morning?” I began again, when 
he failed to answer my first question. 

"I remember something about it,” he 
admitted miserably. “I was drunk . 
crazy drunk ! I wanted to find Mors 1” 
Even now, his voice took on a belligerent 
note. “I wanted to kill him ! He caused 
all the trouble between Theresa and me !" 

The animosity McCoy thus expressed 
toward the man whose wife he had stolen, 
could not but strike me, even under those 
tragic circumstances, as absurdly incon- 
sistent. Not only did the seducer regard 
himself as the injured party, but had 
sought to wreak vengeance upon the man 
he had wronged 1 

“I loved Theresa!” he went on tear- 
fully. “I was going to marry her just as 
soon as we could get things right side up 
again, and now . . . look at me! Ruined!" 
His voice ended on a broken sob. 

At that moment, a jail "trusty” ar- 
rived with McCoy’s supper. It con- 
( Continued on page 70) 
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this powder 

REVEALS, 

not conceals, 

your 

BEAUTY 


Loretta Young — Star of First 
National Pictures — reveals a 
bewitching smile as she powders 
i oitl\ Princess PaL 


What if powder might both reveal and conceal, might impart to skin glorious, velvety, 
transparent beauty, yet seem to banish, not merely hide, blemishes and distressing shine. 
Wouldn’t you simply adore this stunning effect of marvelous new beauty, invisibly produced? 


This revealing loveliness is precisely the stunning, 
breathless beauty Princess Pat powder gives. And but 
for two wonderful discoveries, usual powder of chalky, 
calcimined appearance would remain your only recourse. 
For the secrets of powder beauty, invisibly produced, are 
Princess Pat’s alone. 

The Famous Almond Base Was First Some base to smooth 
over the skin softly! How it was sought! A thousand 
things tried — and then almond! You know how the 
delicate pollen of flowers clings at a touch, how it 
merges upon contact, giving marvelous smoothness. 
Well, the almond base of Princess Pat, by a very secret 
process, is many times softer, infinitely more clinging. 
When it touches your skin — in the powder — it velvets 
as nothing else in the world can. And by its special, 
nature-given virtues Princess Pat powder at once re- 
veals smooth, satiny texture in your skin, and banishes 
the visibility of roughness, shine and blemish. Too, it 
actually improves skin. 

Mystical Prismatic Colors Were Second We wanted color 
tints for Princess Pat shades far different from any ever 
before combined in powder. Princess Pat powder must 

be translucent — as lovely pearls are translucent. A 

. 


simple experiment that every one has tried guided our 
research. Do you remember the mysterious prism glass 
you sometime held up to the light — how the colors were 
gloriously visible, yet absolutely transparent? And 
how one color blended imperceptibly with another? 
Very well, then. You know how we experimented — to 
discover prismatic blending to make Princess Pat 
shades. And when you try Princess Pat powder, you 
will know our success; for you will see upon your skin 
revealed beauty that is nothing short of enchanted 
loveliness. 

Fragrance That Entrances Princess Pat powder is per- 
fumed in keeping with its revealing beauty. Its odeur 
hints of flower clad hills, wafted, haunting mystery, of 
memories and exultations, of charm and intrigue. You 
will adore it. 

Try This Powder of Many Excellences For marvelous 
new beauty invisibly produced, se- 
cure one of the seven fashionable 
Princess Pat shades today. Feel the 
velveting of its almond base, know 
the lure of its prismatic blending. 
Know for yourself why Princess Pat 
is the best loved powder in the world. 



PRINCESS PAT 

CHICAGO, U. S. A. 

CANADIAN ADDRESS, 93 CHURCH ST., TORONTO 


With Princess Pat powder use the extremely beautiful Princess Pat Rouges- Shades: 
Summrrtan, English Tint ( orange). Squaw, Medium. Vivid, Theatre and Nite. New! 
Princess Pat “Inner-Tint Lap Rouge colors inside moist surface of lips, too. 


FREE 


PRINCESS PAT 
Dept. A 1416 

2709 So. Wells St., Chicago 


Without cost or obligation please send me a tree 
sample of Princess Pat powder, as checked. 

□ .Summrrtan □ Oidc Ivory Q Flesh 
□ White D Brunette G Ochre C Mauve 

Print 

Name 


Street, 


City and State 

One sample free; additional samples 10c each. 
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sisted of pork and beans and black coffee. 

I placed the porcelain plate and cup and 
saucer on a small table. 

“Get up," I ordered hem. “and clean 
up a bit before you eat. You’ll feel more 
like a human being.” He rose obediently 
and donned the coat, collar and tie that 
his sister, Mrs. Jennie Thomas, had 
brought down to him earlier in the after- 
noon, while he slept. 

His self-respect somewhat restored, he 
attacked the meal ravenously, and had just 
finished when a news photographer ap- 
peared at his cell door and requested him 
to pose for a picture. 

“Sure!” said McCoy obligingly. “Got 
a cigar?” (A reproduction of this photo- 
graph is shown at the bottom of page 60). 

“Now, Kid,” I said, when the photog- 
rapher had left, "get yourself together! 
If you’re guilty of Mrs. Mors’ murder, 
you'll have to take your medicine. If not, 
you’ll come out all right. But whatever 
happens, you’ve got to act like a man!” 

"Then — those other people . . . the 

Schapps and that fellow Ross . . . they’re 
all right?” he asked anxiously. 

“They’re all in the hospital, but it looks 
now as if thev’U recover. You're damned 
lucky !” 

“Thank God !” he breathed fervently. “I 
didn’t mean to hurt any of them. I 
must have been off my nut.” Then, he 
said with sudden interest : “Say, d’you sup- 
pose I’m going 'punch drunk’ now, after 
all these years?” 

“I think you were just plain drunk,” I 
retorted. “Plain, crazy drunk. But what 
we’re concerned with here is the death of 
Mrs. Mors. Go back to yesterday and 
tell me what you can remember.” 

“We went out for an automobile ride to- 
gether, Tess and I,” he began. “We drove 
until about eight o’clock in the evening, 
then returned to the apartment. We had 
something to drink, and I must have gone 
goofy. The next thing I knew, Theresa 
was lying on the floor, dead ! She ” 

“Now, listen. Selby,” I interrupted stern- 
ly. "Mrs. Mors died from a gunshot 
wound in the head. You say you were 
alone with her. i on must have fired that 
shot ! Now, tell the truth !” 

“No! I know I didn’t kill her, Joe 
. but I can’t think how it happened. 
When I saw her there like that, all the 
lights went out for me. I covered her up 
with a blanket and went out to find Al- 
bert Mors ! He caused it all ! I’m sorry 
I didn't find him.” 

“You want to get that idea out of your 
head,” I said severely. “It's a lucky thing 
for you that you didn't find him. I’ll leave 
you now for awhile, and you'd better get 
this thing straight in your mind and then 
tell the truth. I’ll be back later.” 

"I don’t care what happens to me.” he 
answered despairingly. “I loved Tess, and 
now that she’s gone, there's nothing left 
for me to live for!” 

“Well, think it over,” I counseled, and 
left him to his bitter reflections. 

L ATER that same night. Detectives 
Stoll and Bain, accompanied by De- 
tectives Jarvis and Craig — two veterans of 
the Department who had been thoroughly 
schooled in the art of obtaining confes- 
sions from suspected murderers — brought 
Kid McCoy down from his cell to the 
office of Chief of Detectives George K. 


( Continued from page 68) 

Home and there subjected him to a five- 
hour grilling — a bombardment that he suc- 
cessfully withstood. 

Question after question was shot at him 
by all five officers. 

That the reader may know something of 
the so-called “third degree” used in such 
cases, I quote a few excerpts from Kid 
McCoy’s official statement : 

Q. You killed her, didn’t you? 

A. No. 

Q. Who did ? 

A. I don’t know. I told you I was 
drunk. 

Q. ll'liy did you kill her? 

A. I said I didn’t kill her. I loved her. 
Why should I want to harm her? 

Q. Who else could have done it? 

A. I don’t know. Mors threatened 
her . 

Q. Was he there in the apartment with 

you ? 

A. I don’t remember. 

Q. Did you, during any of your fights, 
ever get a hard blow on the head? 

(Raucous laughter from McCoy.) 

A. Did I ? Say, I boxed fellows like 
Joe Chovnski, Jim Corbett, Tommy Ryan 
and a hundred others who were hard 
hitters. And I sparred many times with 
Bob Fitzsimmons, master of hitting. I've 
had plenty of hard ones on the head. Say. 
did you ever see me fight? I was out here 
in 1604, to fight Jack "Twin” Sullivan, the 



Theresa Mors, from a photograph taken 
shortly before she was slain 


Boston light-heavyweight, in Hazard’s 
Pavilion. Twenty rounds. 

Q. Why won’t you tell us about how 
Mrs. Mors died? 

A. Listen. I think she killed herself. 
I took a butcher-knife away from her and 
she tried to get hold of my gun. That's 
probably it . she killed herself. 

Q. Are you willing to swear to that? 
To prove it? 

A. I was drunk, but I know that’s what 
must have happened. 

T HIS prolonged grilling having failed 
to draw from McCoy any direct state- 
ment regarding the slaying of Mrs. Mors, 
a more informal method was tried. 

Captain E. Raymond Cato and Chief 
of Detectives George K. Home took Mc- 
Coy to a little Spanish restaurant, urged 


him to order freely, and then encouraged 
him to talk. 

He ate much, talked much, but said 
little that was to the point, except, be- 
tween copious helpings of Mexican salad, 
cold roast lamb and baked potatoes, to 
repeat his previous story — and enlarge 
upon the suicide explanation of his sweet- 
heart's death ! 

“Theresa was very down-hearted,” he 
said. “I was trying to cheer her up. At 
last, she said she couldn't stand it any 
longer . . . that she was going to end it 
all. She took a revolver out of a drawer 
and I grabbed it and laid it on a table. 
Then, she went to the kitchen and got a 
butcher-knife and tried to stab herself. 

I can show you her apron, with cuts in it 
that she made! — (See photo on page 59.) 

W HEN I finally got the knife away 
from her, she reached over to the 
table, got the revolver and shot herself 
through the head before I could stop her! 
She died with my arms around her . . . 
trying to speak to me. I put my picture 
in her hands and placed a blanket over her. 
Then, I got another one of my revolvers 
and started out to find Albert Mors, the 
man who caused all the trouble. I’d have 
shot him down if I’d found him!” 

McCoy paused to sugar a cup of coffee 
rather recklessly. 

“I wandered around all night in 
Theresa’s automobile,” he then continued. * 
“I was going to marry her. I was going 
to kill myself, but I forgot. Then I went 
to sleep in her automobile, parked some- 
where around Westlake Park. Early this 
morning I woke up and drove around a 
little. Then I went to the Antique Shop 
because I thought Mors would be there. 
When I got into the place, they started 
to pick on me and you know what hap- 
pened.” He reached for another helping 
of potatoes. “Let me take Theresa's pic- 
ture into my cell. I’m fifty-one years old 
and expect to live for a long time, but I 
don’t think I’ll ever find anyone like 
Theresa !” 

Meanwhile, soon after their arrival at 
the Receiving Hospital, statements were 
taken from Mr. and Mrs. Sam Schapp 
and William G. Ross, all of whom had 
served as targets for bullets fired by the 
liquor-maddened man. To the Schapps, 
he was “Mr. Norman Selby.” They knew 
him slightly as a frequent caller at the 
Antique Shop owned and operated by Mr. 
and Mrs. Mors. 

Mrs. Schapp, from her hospital bed, de- 
clared that the shooting of herself and her 
husband by Selby was the outgrowth of a 
“grudge” he held against them. 

“I knew Mrs. Mors in New York,” she 
said. “She .and I were the best of 
friends. When I learned of her infatua- 
tion for this man Selby, or Kid McCoy, a:, 
they call him, I begged her to give him 
up ! She must have told him what I said, 
because one night not long afterward, I 
met him on the street and he insulted me ! 
Later, he apologized, and I supposed the 
incident was forgotten. Then, this morn- 
ing, he came into our clothing store next 
door to the Mors’ shop, and asked for my 
husband. Just as I pointed to where he 
sat. talking with another man, Selby drew 
his gun and fired at me . . . then at Mr. 
Schapp! He’d never met my husband 
(Continued on page 72) 
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before. All he said was, ‘Oh ! So you're 
Sam Schapp!' — before he fired at him!” 

William G. Ross, next interviewed, 
stated he had called at the art establish- 
ment at about ten o'clock that morning. 
The door, which had been locked, was 
opened for him by Kid McCoy, with whom 
Ross had a casual speaking acquaintance. 

“I knew as soon as I got a good look 
at him that something was wrong,” Ross 
said. ‘‘He had a wild light in his eyes . . . 
not exactly a drunken look . . . crazy 
would describe it better. He locked the 
door behind me and asked if I had any 
money. I said. ‘How much do you want?’ 
He didn’t answer, but showed me a gun 
in a holster strapped 'round his waist. 
Then he proceeded to go through my 
pockets and relieve me of my money and 
watch. I asked him what the idea was, 
and he hit nte on the jaw, twice! I sat 
down. He hasn't forgotten how to punch, 
yet!” Ross laughed ruefully. 

“Then, he told me to take off my trou- 
sers. By that time my eyes had become 
accustomed to the light, and I saw some 
more people sitting on chairs in the rear 
of the shop. There were two men sitting 
on one side of the room, and two more, 
with a lady, on the other side. Most of the 
men had their trousers off. I took mine off 
and sat down. 

“The stenographer, Miss Frances Pearl- 
steen, was at her desk all this time,” our 
informant continued. “Every few minutes, 
the Kid would tell her to call Mors up 
and get him to come down to the shop. 
The girl couldn't reach him, however, 
luckily for Mors! 

“Then some strangers arrived. McCoy 
met ’em at the door, let them in and held 
them up. one at a time. He got a diamond 
ring from a man named Leon Spinak. and 
over a hundred dollars in currency. 
Y’should have seen him ! He put the ring 
on his own finger, looked at it admiringly, 
and grinned at the man he took it from. 
One fellow didn't have any money, so the 
Kid gave him a dollar!” 

“Did you smell liquor on his breath?” 
Ross was asked. 

“No. As I said before, he acted more 
crazy than drunk. And finally, when he 
opened the door for a minute to let some 
air in — it was darned hot in there — I made 
a break for the street ! Thought I could 
beat a bullet to the door, but I guessed 
wrong. He caught me on the hip ! I ran 
into a store a few doors away and told 
’em to call the police and an ambulance. 
That’s the story.” 

Statements corroborating that of Mr. 
Ross were then taken from Mr. and Mrs. 
Paul Vauchclet, who had also been in the 
Mors establishment at the time McCoy 
staged his sensational hold-up. 

Assured by hospital authorities that the 
three persons injured by McCoy had suf- 
fered only flesh wounds from which they 
would speedily recover, we resumed our 
investigation of the killing of Mrs. Mors. 

A LBERT MORS, who voluntarily 
presented himself at the Detective 
Bureau for questioning, presented a 
pathetic figure. 

And any suspicion that Mors might have 
slain his ex-wife was dispelled at the end 
of the rigid grilling to which he was sub- 
jected. 

He was torn with grief over his di- 
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This is a reproduction of the picture of Kid 
McCoy found elapsed in Theresa Mors’ 
hands at the time detectives discovered her 
dead body 



Kid McCoy, after his arrest. Note the 
great change in his appearance, as contrasted 
with the other picture of him on this page 
— a change that the passage of time alone 
did not bring 

vcrced wife’s tragic death, and repeatedly 
expressed the hope that the slayer would 
pay for her life with his own. 

It appeared that the Morses were married 
in New York in 1915. It had been a case 
of a man of wealth falling madly in love 
with his beautiful stenographer. 

"I gave Theresa everything a woman 
could ask for,” he declared passionately. 
“Love, a beautiful home, clothes, jewels 
. . . and she threw it all away for ... I 
can't call him a man ! An ex-prize- 
fighter ” Words could not express 

the scorn in Mors’ heated tones. "She 
did wrong, yes . . . but she's paid ! Now — 
make him pay!” 

“Had you ever had any trouble with 
McCoy, personally?” I asked Mors. 

“Trouble! I’ve told him a thousand 
times what a contemptible cad he is! Only 
a few weeks ago he came to our home 
in Hollywood and butted into a family 


quarrel between Theresa and me that 
ended with the neighbors calling the police. 
And when they got there, McCoy tried to 
throw the cop out ! You can look up 
your records and satisfy yourselves as to 
the truth of what I’m telling you!” 

“What time did you arrive at your 
place of business today?” 

“About a half hour after all that shoot- 
ing. My car broke down and I had to 
leave it in a garage. If that hadn’t hap- 
pened, I'd have been there by ten o'clock, 
and no doubt he'd have killed me. I con- 
sider it an act of God that my car broke 
down !” 

F ROM J. A. Page. Acting Desk Ser- 
geant at Hollywood Police Station, 
we received information concerning Mc- 
Coy’s activities on the night of Mrs. Mors’ 
murder that placed him in a still more un- 
favorable light. 

“He came reeling into the station about 
two o’clock in the morning and said he 
wanted to see Officer Puissegur,” Page 
declared. “I told him Puissegur was off 
duty, and suggested that he come back in 
the afternoon. He was so drunk that I 
was afraid to let him drive himself home, 
so I sent Officer Griffin with him. Just 
before they left, McCoy turned to me and 
said: ‘Tell that guy Puissegur that when 
he reads the morning papers he'll know 
how lucky he was I didn't find him here 
tonight !' 

“I thought he was talking through his 
hat, being drunk and everything, but now 
I guess he meant what he said. Puissegur 
is the officer who answered a call to Mr. 
and Mrs. Mors’ home in Hollywood one 
night a few weeks ago when they were 
staging a family row. McCoy was there 
at the time and ordered Puissegur to get 
to hell out. I'm told.” 

“When he reads the morning papers!" 
McCoy had said. The ill-timed remark 
now assumed a most sinister significance, 
for it had been made by McCoy approxi- 
mately two hours after the shot was fired 
that snuffed out Theresa Mors’ life! 

Mrs. Jennie Thomas, sister of Kid Mc- 
Coy, was requested to give an account of 
her brother’s visit to her home during the 
early morning hours of August 13th. 

Visibly shaken, and sobbing at times, 
she related the story. 

“He rang our bell at three o’clock in 
the morning,” she said. “He was drinking, 
and looked terrible. He said to me, ‘Sis. 
here’s my watch and money. You keep 
them. Something terrible’s happened to 
Theresa, and now I’ve nothing to live for. 
I'm going to end it all !’ My husband and 
I made every effort to keep him with us. 
but he insisted on leaving. He only stayed 
a few minutes. I don't know where he 
went.” 

Miss Mary Morgan, a maid in the Mors 
home at 6835 Iris Circle, Hollywood, in- 
formed us that some time during the pre- 
vious night — she was unable to state the 
hour — a man whom she had never seen 
before called and asked to see Mr. Albert 
Mors. 

“When I told him that Mr. Mors wasn't 
home, he insisted that I locate him and 
tell Irim that Mrs. Mors wanted to see 
him at once. I finally convinced him that 
Mr. Mors was not in the house, and he 
left. He looked like he was out of his 
head . . . with his hair and clothes all 
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mussed up, and without a hat or coat !’’ 

Charges of Suspicion of Murder, As- 
sault with Intent to Kill (three counts) 
and Robbery were formally lodged against 
the defendant, Norman Selby, and he was 
ordered held without .bail. 

I T was then that McCoy’s former friends 
showed the loyal regard in which they 
still held him. Men famous in the realm 
of sport all over the country rallied to 
the support of the one-time champion pu- 
gilist. Funds poured in by letter and 
telegram — more than enough to adequately 
defend the accused man. 

On December 8th, 1924, in Department 
7 of the Superior Court of the State of 
California, with Judge Charles S. Crail 
presiding, Norman Selby’s battle for life 
and freedom began. 

A brilliant array of legal talent was as- 
sembled in court for the opening of the 
trial. This included Attorneys E. L. Davin 
and R. D. Knickerbocker, representing the 
Defense, with Deputies Charles Fricke 
(now Superior Court Judge) and Charles 
Ostrom of the District Attorney’s office 
assigned as prosecutors. 

Before the case was concluded, Selby 
augmented his defense forces still further 
by engaging the services of several more 
of Los Angeles’ most prominent bar- 
risters. 

It was a battle bitterly fought, in which 
opposing counsel exhausted every known 
resource. . . . the one to acquit, the other 
to convict the defendant. 
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SANA 


This book answers the following per- 
plexing questions and a thousand 
other intimate questions: 


How to recognize and win your 
love mate. 

How to develop an attractive per- 
sonality. 

When docs unrestrained spooning 
kill love? 

Confidential chats with wives. 

Should the secrets of the past be 
told before marriage? 

How to control an ardent spooner. 

What every young man should 
know. 

How to hold love at 17. 28. 35, 45. 

How to encourage steady company 
and a proposal. 

How. when and where a man 
should propose. 

Proper etiquette at the table, the 
theatre and the dance. 

How to win back a lost love. 

The secret of a happy honeymoon. 

What married women should 
know. 

Is sexual coldness a virtue? 

A frank discussion of birth control. 

How to improve your conversation. 

What every young woman should 
know. 

Divorce, and how to prevent it. 

How to hold the charm of youth. 

How to retain passionate love 
after marriage. 

What married men should know. 


T HE Prosecution sought to prove that 
Selby perpetrated the murder with 
malice aforethought, and advanced as a 
motive the fact that the deceased had ex- 
pressed her intention of severing relations 
with him, according to testimony given by 
State’s witnesses. 

The Defense, on the other hand, declared 
that Albert Mors had been heard to threat- 
en his wife’s life, and might have carried 



Layout of the murder apartment where Mrs. 
Mors met her death 


out that threat. Failing to connect Mors 
with the actual crime in any way, the 
theory was then advanced that Mrs. Mors 
had shot herself, or that during a scuffle 
between Selby and herself, the gun was 
accidentally discharged. 

On December 29th, 1924, the defendant, 
Selby, was found Guilty of Manslaughter, 
Guilty of Assualt with Intent to Kill and 
Guilty of Assault with a Deadly Weapon — 
the robbery charges having been dismissed. 
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Sentence was pronounced by Judge Crail 
on January 8th, 1925. And when motions 
for a new trial were denied, Norman Selby 
departed for San Quentin. 

Once inside the prison, he quickly 
adapted himself to conditions, and became 
what is known as “a model prisoner.” 

On November 21st, 1926, the State 
Board of Prison Directors fixed Selby’s 
sentence at twenty years. 

Last reports from San Quentin indicate 
that Kid McCoy, once popular boxer, is 
earning the respect of Warden J. B. Holo- 
han and his guards, in his new capacity 
as “Fire Chief." The title was conferred 
upon him on January 31st, 1928, after a 
fire within the prison walls had been 
quenched by arduous effort, and at which 
time McCoy acquitted himself most brave- 


ly and creditably in every possible way. 

As I picture the Fire Chief in the 
little stucco engine house, just inside San 
Quentin’s massive walls which shut out all 
that made life so joyous — the glass that 
cheered, the faces of fair women, all the 
luxuries that wealth could command — I 
wonder if Kid McCoy, too, sometimes re- 
calls the words on the black enameled box 
found in the room where his illicit sweet- 
heart lay dead : 

The Sins That Ye Do Two By Two. 

Ye Must Pay For One By One. 

Note: The following news item may he 
of interest to our readers in connection with 
the foregoing story. It appeared in the 
March 14th, 1930, issue of The Los An- 
geles Illustrated Daily News. 


KID McCOY TOO 

PEPPY IN PRISON, 

NEARLY GETS SHOT 


SAX QUENTIN STATE PRISON, March 
13. — (L’.P.)— Kid McCoy must have been dream- 
ing alxmt his road work as one of the world's 
most prominent fighters years ago when he raced 
the prison fire truck outside the gates of this 
penitentiary today. 

McCoy has been chief of the San Quentin fire 
department for some time and it was revealed 
tonight that his new work almost made him an 
attraction for bullets of guards’ rifles. 

McCoy was warming up the engine of the fire 
truck. He ran it in circles around the prison 
yard and apparently started dreaming, because he 
shot it through the main gate at 30 miles an 
hour. Watchers in the towers stared in amaze- 
ment and became active. A guard on the road, 
however, waved McCoy back before the use of 
bullets to warn him was necessary. 

The “chief" received a long term for the mur- 
der of Theresa Mors. 


How I Trapped the Bellmore Bank Bandits 


Without appearing to be particularly 
eager to know, I learned the location of 
this barber's salon and made my way there 
at once. 

A HAIRCUT being more conducive to 
conversation than a shave, I seated 
myself in a chair and gave that order. 

In the natural course of barber shop 
conversation, we met up with the subject 
of the Bellmore murder, and I brought out 
the question: “How did Presses come out 
with the insurance people?” 

For a second or two there was silence, 
broken only by the snip-snip of the bar- 
ber's scissors. 

“Are you an adjuster for the insurance 
company ?" he asked. 

Without answering yes or no, I let the 
idea work in through his brain that I was 
and veered away momentarily from the 
subject. I knew he would return to it of 
his own accord. 

“Isn’t the insurance paid yet?” he 
asked, slyly. 

“I don’t think so, but I don’t know why 
they shouldn’t pay it right' away,” I said 
off-handedly. “The car was stolen. That's 
a sure thing.” 

“Well, he's a lucky fellow,” the barber 
said with a chuckle. “Just a day or two 
before it was stolen the first time he was 
complainin’ about his money troubles 
( snip . . . snip) and the upkeep of the car. 
Somebody suggested that he ‘lose it’ and 
collect the insurance. Well, I guess 
Presses wouldn’t have done a thing like 
that but he didn’t appear at all down- 
hearted when it disappeared. Then gosh, 
if the fellows didn’t bring it back (snip 
. . . snip ) and leave it right outside the 
garage !” 

Lie number two I Presses had told our 
operative that he had never had a car 
stolen before. 

“I suppose somebody just took it joy- 
riding the first time,” I offered. 

“Well, Presses would have been just as 
glad if they hadn’t brought it back,” (snip, 
snip). “Regular white elephant. I guess 
when he paid the first instalment he never 
thought of the extras he would have to 
pay for repairs and so on.” 

By the time my hair was clipped, I was 
all posted by the garrulous barber, who 
would have cut his tongue out rather than 
have informed against a customer. Any- 


( Continued from page 64) 

way he gave me a prize lot to work on. 

What he had told me, tied Presses up to 
a lot of lies. He had stuck like a burr 
to his original story — it was now time for 
the loosening process. We had nothing 
definite against him, so far as the Bell- 
more case was concerned, and for that 
reason I was obliged to handle him with 
silk gloves at the beginning of our inter- 
view. 

Presses himself opened the door when 
I rang his bell. When he saw me, there 
was a quick flash of anger and annoyance 
in his eyes. 

Evidently he guessed that he was in for 
another session of questioning, for he led 
the way directly to the living-room where 
we both sat down on the lounge. 

“I don’t see why they don’t pay the 
insurance,” he opened up the conversation. 

There was a worried look in his eyes, 
and while he talked he glanced nervously 
about the room. But you can’t tell just by 
looking at a man whether he is guilty or 
innocent without taking into consideration 
his state of health, temperament, stale of 
nerves, financial troubles and many other 
factors. Presses might have impressed the 
casual observer as expressing every evi- 
dence of guilt, but he was the rangy, 
high-strung type that gets “edgy” very 
easily. 

So I spoke soothingly to him as I ex- 
plained : “I’ve come for a final check-up. 
Then, if everything is all right, as I ex- 
pect it is, you’ll get your money in a day 
or two. Now I understand that your car 
was standing outside your house when it 
was stolen. That right?” 

“Yes,” he said impatiently. 

“And you were upstairs here at the 
time ?” 

“Yes.” 

“That was the first time you ever had a 
car stolen?” 

“Yes.” 

“You never had a car stolen before?” 

“No, I told you!” he said gruffly. 

I looked at him for a few moments. He 
began to squirm uncomfortably. Until he 
furtively forced his eyes to meet mine, I 
remained silent. 

” Julius , you are lying,” I said quietly. 

The words had the effect of a stunning 
blow. He looked at me blankly. Per- 
spiration oozed out on his forehead and 
upper lip. 


H E started to his feet, his face went 
ashen. “I ... You . . .” he didn’t 
seem to be able to articulate. With a 
hopeless gesture he began to walk up and 
down the room. “Who are you, anyway?” 
he demanded at last. 

“I represent the District Attorney's 
Office of Nassau County,” I told him very 
quietly. “My name is De Martini, and I 
am investigating the murder of Mr. Whit- 
man. There are several things I don't 
know about the connection of your car 
with the murder — but one thing I do know, 
and that is that you are lying to me about 
the circumstances surrounding its theft.” 

Then I started shooting hot shot at him. 
“You said you were in your apartment 
here when your car was stolen. I knmv 
you were not. You said your car was 
standing outside this house when it was 
stolen. I know it was not. You said your 
car had never been stolen before. / know 
it seas." 

If the floor had fallen from beneath 
Presses’ feet he could not have looked 
more dismayed. His whole face by this 
time was bathed in clammy perspiration. 

But he remained obstinately mute. I 
could understand his feelings if he were 
innocent of any hand in the murder, but 
was suffering the utter humiliation of be- 
ing caught as a liar. So I helped him a 
bit, giving him a loophole of escape from 
the meshes of the lies he had woven. 

“My information from reliable sources 
does not jibe with what you tell me. 
There is something you don't want to tell. 
I've let you lie your head off with a 
purpose, Julius. That purpose was to find 
out if possible just why you were lying. 
Your license plates were found on the 
murder car which you claim was stolen 
four days before the murder. Is it possible 
that you are concerned with the murder f” 
Presses at this point sank down on the 
lounge in a state bordering on collapse. 

“Or,” I went on, noting how intently he 
listened, "is there something crooked about 
the theft of this car? Here is how you 
stand — if it’s an insurance case — that’s one 
thing — this murder is another and a much 
more desperately serious matter. Tell me 
the truth. Presses. Was the car stolen 
with your connivance in order to collect 
the insurance?” 

He staggered to his feet and stepped in 
front of me, hands clenched. “Don’t tell 
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my mother if I tell the truth about it,” 
he almost whispered. 

As the man was in no condition to real- 
ize the impossibility of making any such 
promise, I let him go on with his story 
without answering. 

“'This,” he said, “is what happened. I 
wasn't doing very well. I got behind in 
my payments and there was quite a bill 
for repairs. One day I got talking about 
it in the barber shop ...” (I had made 
no mention of the source of my informa- 
tion in case he would keep on sticking to 
his original story and then go and see the 
barber and perhaps persuade him to recant. 
Here, however, he was taking me right 
into the shop itself, and verifying my 
story] "the subject of the car came up, 
I mean, and my fiancial difficulties, and 
somebody suggested so long as it was in- 
sured why didn't I get somebody to get 
rid of it for me. That gave me the idea. 

I saw this fellow later. He said he would 
get in touch with some men who would 
take it off my hands. He said, ‘I'll intro- 
duce you to somebody that does that.’ The 
first time they took it they couldn’t get a 
buyer. The second time, I was in the 
barber shop and somebody beckoned me 
outside and said, 'I have a customer for 
it now.’ So I let him take it.” 

I N a voice of calm desperation, lie went 
into all the details which I have sum- 
marized here. 

“What was the name of this fellow?” 
I asked him. 

“Just know him as ‘Slim.’ I met him 
in Bud’s poolroom on the corner of 160th 
Street and Westchester Avenue. I never 
got a cent from hint. That's all I know, 
honest.” 

“Well,” I explained to him, “you can 
see for yourself now, can't you, that it 
is to your advantage to help us. Your 
lies have landed you in a heap of trouble. 
Now I want you to get in touch with this 
fellow Slim. Find out his last name and 
where he lives and get in touch with my 
office at once. This is about the most im- 
portant job you've ever been given in your 
life." 

That interview took place on a Friday 
afternoon and evening. Presses seemed to 
be telling the truth, but we were taking 
no chances and kept him under twenty- 
four-hour surveillance. 

Saturday night. Presses telephoned in 
Slim's full name and gave us the address, 
an apartment house on East 150th Street. 
I was in consultation with the District 
Attorney in Mineola when the message 
came and an operative from our office 
was immediately dispatched to find out as 
much as possible about , Slim and his 
family. 

O N Sunday morning Captain Jones, a 
peace officer from Nassau County, and 
I drove up to the address. When our car 
stopped a couple of doors west of the 
entrance, the shadow man stepped up and 
informed us that Slim had gotten home 
around midnight and had not left the 
house. He lived with his wife and baby 
on the second floor. 

“Made any inquiries around about him?” 
Captain Jones asked. 

“Yeah. He’s said to be a hard-working 
young chap and only drops into poolrooms 
once in a while,” our operative in- 
formed us. 
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“Probably got into bad company and 
fell for a chance to make some easy 
money,” the Captain remarked, as he gave 
the surveillance man permission to go off 
duty for the rest of the day, and we 
mounted the flight of stairs that led to 
Slim's door. 

Our ring was answered by a pretty girl 
in her late teens. In spite of the early 
hour her blond hair was neatly groomed, 
and her silk frock and patent leather 
pumps suggested that she was all dressed 
up ready to go out. 

“We want to see Slim,” I told her. 

An expression of surprise flitted across 
her face as she held the door open for us 
to enter. A very young baby, also with 
its "Sunday best" on, was lying on a pil- 
low on the table in what appeared to be 
the dining-room of the apartment. 

Before she called out his name, a tall, 
very slim, rather dandified chap came out 
of a bedroom fixing his tie into a four- 
in-hand. 

He eyed the three of us for only a 
second or two before he spat out : 

"What you want?” 

“We’re from the District Attorney’s 
office and we want to talk to you about 
Presses' car,” I told him. 

“Dunno anything about any Presses,” 
lie snarled. 

The baby, awakened by the angry tones 
of his voice, started to cry and its mother 
picked it up while she looked at us in 
horrified amazement. 

"We know that you know Presses,” the 
Captain said in his quiet, smooth tones. 

"I don't see why I should take your 
word any more than you take mine,” he 
blustered. "You can say you are anybody. 
1 never jipped anybody’s car. I don't 
know who you are. but I don't believe you 
are from the District Attorney’s office.” 

“Well, you won’t have any objection to 
driving with us over to the 161st Street 
station house and having the Captain in- 
troduce us,” I said. 

But he did object strenuously. Didn’t 
have time to go on any fool goose chase, 
he said. His wife’s mother was expecting 
them to spend the day with her in the 
suburbs and they would miss their train 
and what-not. 

F INALLY, however, he consented to 
come. Accompanied by one of us. he 
went into the kitchen where his wife had 
retired with the baby and told her he was 
going out, see, and there was nothin’ to 
look so scared about, see? He'd be back 
in no time. 

Next he balked at the Nassau County 
car. Maybe he tear afraid that he was 
going to be "taken for a ride,” for he 
insisted on being taken in a taxicab. 

Captain Bruckman, who was in the 
station house when we arrived, identified 
us, but that didn't open the boy’s lips. 

He was as stubborn as a mule. One of 
those “cock-sure young guys” who know it 
all. We were, according to his voiced 
opinion, trying to frame him and he would 
see us all in a hot place first. 

“If you won’t take our advice and tell 
the truth,” I said to him, "let us send for 
vour father and hear what he tells vou 
to do.” 

Sulkily he gave us his fathers address 
and an officer was dispatched to bring the 
old gentleman to the station house. There 
was some delay caused by his absence and 
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it was afternoon before the officer returned 
with an unmistakably indignant and horri- 
fied parent who at first was inclined to 
take his son's view of the matter. 

As a last resort, we sent for Presses, 
who came at once. 

"Have you ever seen this young man 
before?” I asked him. 

“Yes, he’s the man who suggested that 
I have somebody take my car so that I 
could collect the insurance,” Presses said 
emphatically. 

After we had gone over every scene 
carefully that connected Slim with the 
nefarious transaction, threatening to send 
for the barber who heard the conversation, 
Slim broke when his father begged him 
to tell the truth. 

“ ’Aw right,” he said, shaking back his 
"pompadour.” "This here Presses.” he 
sneered, “is beefin’ ’bout the expense of 
his car and some guy — ’twasn’t me — said 
why don't vouse let somebody gyp it and 
grab the insurance?’ Well Presses wants 
the jack. I knows a couple of guys that 
handles cars and introduces him to them. 
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Presses lets ’em take the car. That’s all 
I know.” 

"What’s the names of those fellows?” 
the Captain asked. 

“I dunno,” he said sullenly. “All I’ve 
heard ’em called by is Jake an’ Fosco. 
I've met ’em in Bud’s poolroom.” 

T HAT night Jones and I, accompanied 
by one of Captain Bruckman's men, 
drove Slim over to the vicinity of the 
poolroom, parking our car on the opposite 
side of the street and moving it around 
once in a while to avoid suspicion. 

It was nearing eleven-thirty when a 
young man of twenty-two or twenty-three 
emerged. Slim pointed him out as the 
man he knew under the name of Jake. 
He was a nattily dressed chap, his clothes 
the last word in style, his fedora hat 
poised at a rakish angle, his shoes shined 
to an enamelled gloss. He walked jaunt- 
ily up the street. 

Leaving Bruckman’s men in the car 


with Slim, Jones and I trailed this ele- 
gant figure for some distance in case any 
of the other fellows in the poolroom 
might see us. 

In the middle of a deserted block, with 
only the footsteps of us three breaking 
the midnight silence, the Captain and I 
went over so that we reached the side- 
walk a few feet ahead of Jake, wheeled 
about and confronted him. 

“We want you,” I said, putting my 
hand on his shoulder, "for picking a 
woman's pocket this evening. Your name’s 
Ike Newmann and . . .” 

“Sssssss-ay yyyvyyu’rc awawawawlwet,” 
he snarled. “Mmmmmmmyyyy nnnnname 
aaaaaaain't Ike Newwwwwwwman. Its 
Jake Cohen, ananananand, I nenenenever 
pipipipipicked a wowowoman’s pocket-in- 
my-life." 

“Well, tell that to the Lieutenant,” I 
said, leading him along toward the station 
house. “If you haven’t done anything you'll 
be all right.” 

He went along willingly enough, confi- 
dent of his guiltlessness of pocket-picking 
and entirely unconscious of course that he 
had fallen into a trap and given us his 
real name. 

S LIM and the officers had arrived by 
the time we reached the station house. 
Jones and I. with Cohen in tow, joined 
them in the detectives’ room. 

“I nnnnnevevever pipipipicked anybody’s 
pocket,” he indignantly protested to the 
Lieutenant. 

“I believe you,” I said. “You go in for 
bigger game — you are an automobile thief, 
and we want you for stealing Presses’ 
car.” 

Our prisoner’s face turned a tallowy 
white, and the tell-tale perspiration steamed 
out. 

To detail Cohen’s examination would 
take pages. He was one of the worst 
stutterers I have ever met. This affliction 
didn’t appear to discommode him in 
any way. He took all the time in the 
world to get his answers straight. Dawn 
was beginning to break before he was 
convinced that he was in a bad, bad hole 
and had better climb out without wasting 
time in any monkey business. 

Shriven of all tremulousness, his state- 
ment was somewhat like this : “I was there 
when the car was stolen, but Fosco 
brought me into this. Fosco stole the car, 
if you call it stealing when Fosco took 
the car on the agreement of Presses so 
he could collect the insurance. No, you 
couldn’t say he stole the car from Presses ; 
he took it as a favor to Presses.” 

So after six hours' work, we found the 
buck passed again. 

“And who is Fosco?” 

This question also took a very lengthy 
answer. Jake swore that he didn't know 
Fosco’s real name. Fosco was simply a 
nickname. He thought of several ad- 
dresses where Fosco might be found be- 
fore he mentioned the fact that his partner 
in the purloining of Presses’ car worked 
for a certain garage. 

The owner of this garage, according to 
the local police, had a splendid reputation. 
We would, they assured us, be perfectly 
safe in identifying ourselves to its manager 
and explaining our mission. 

Fosco, it developed, was the nickname 
of a taxi driver called Ralph Herman. 
We would probably find him, we were 
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told, driving around looking for a fare 
as it was pretty early in the day for 
passengers. 

Taking the number of the cab, we roved 
around for a while and finally picked him 
up not far from the poolroom. 

Jones and I then left our car and 
hailed him. 

“Drive us to 160th Street and Third 
Avenue,” the Captain told him as we 
stepped into his cab. On our arrival there, 
he was directed to drive us to the 161st 
Street station house. 

Taxi drivers are accustomed to taking 
all sorts of quaint orders with a poker 
face, so Fosco, with professional taci- 
turnity, obeyed directions. 

“Ninety-five cents,” he said, as the meter 
gave a last convulsive shudder and added 
the usual extra nickel. 

“Now come on in with us and make no 
fuss,” I advised him. “There’s another 
driver from your garage right behind us 
in our car. He'll take care of your cab.” 

Fosco was a stocky fellow, well set up. 
with rather hard features and an unfath- 
omable expression. One glance he gave 
up and down the block, then whirled his 
meter back to No Dollars, No Cents. 

“What’s the game?” he muttered, his 
lips twisted into an ugly scowl. 

"You’ll learn that in a minute or two,” 

I promised. “Coming?” 

Without any resistance he entered the 
Police Station, glanced towards the desk 
and shrugged indifferently as I took his 
arm and led him into Captain Bruckman's 
private office. 

Though each individual is handled dif- 
ferently in an examination of this sort, I 
will pass over our session with Fosco. 

“I ain’t done nothin’,” he spoke delib- 
erately when he finally decided that it 
was best to give us his side of the story. 
“This man Presses wants to get rid of his 
car. I know a man. Benny, who’s in the 
market for a Ford and I takes it to hint. 
There y’are. I dunno what he done 
with it.” 

“What is 
address ?” 

He shook his head placidly. “I dunno. 
You can usually find him in a restaurant 
on Fifth Avenue between 111th and 112th 
Street in the morning. 

“If we drive you there will you point 
him out to us?” the Captain asked. 

“Sure,” he eased the answer out of the 
corner of his mouth. 

N OW both Captain Jones and I were 
pretty well known in that neighbor- 
hood, as at one time Jones was Inspector 
of that district and I was one of his men. 
Our presence would immediately start 
gossip and above all things we wanted to 
keep our activities secret from the mob 
that had held up the bank. 

We were getting nearer and nearer to 
the bandits as we linked backwards from 
Presses to Slim, from Slim to Cohen, from 
Cohen to Fosco, from Fosco to Benny. 
The link from Benny, we might pretty 
confidently assume, was the link that would 
iattach us to the murderers. 

t was finally arranged that we should 
take Fosco to the vicinity of the res- 
taurant. He was to enter with a Nassau 
County peace officer and one of Captain 
Bruckman’s men. The three were to take 
scats in the place and when Benny entered, 
( Continued on page 79) 
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other detectives and police of- 
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the same cases. In order that 
there may be a common basis 
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an official form, a copy or 
copies of which will be sent 
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by the police officers or detec- 
tives concerned or by their 
properly accredited represen- 
tatives, giving the details of 
the cases being entered in this 
contest. This form contains 
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other than the detective or 
police official who performed 
the feat of detection, the writ- 
ten consent of such detective 
or police official must be fur- 
nished. And it is further 
understood that the awards 
will be paid only to the indi- 
vidual detectives or police of- 
ficials who actually performed 
the feats of detection entered 
for consideration. 

Y OU are not restricted to a 
single case but may submit 
as many cases as you desire. 
Already this year you have 
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performance of one or more 
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and during the remainder of 
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several others. Therefore, do 
not delay but enter all avail- 
able cases at once. As others 
become available from time 
to time, enter them also. Write 
for your entry forms today. 


CONTEST RULES 

1. This contest deals with detective work 
on criminal cases only. 

2. Only cases submitted upon the regular 
printed form which we will furnish free 
upon request will be considered. 

3. To be eligible for consideration, feats of 
detection submitted for consideration 
must have been accomplished in con- 
nection with cases solved during the 
calendar year of 1930 regardless of the 
dates of the commission of the crimes. 

4. A case to be solved within the meaning 
of this contest must have been brought 
to a point where the necessary indict- 
ments have been made to insure its 
proper prosecution in the criminal 
courts. 

5. All entries must be received at this 
office not later than 12 o'clock noon 
January 31, 1931. 

6. There will be three judges in this con- 
test, all men of high standing in the 
fields of literature and criminology. 
Their names will be announced before 
the close of the contest. 

7. The decision of the judges will be final, 
there being no appeal from their de- 
cision. 

8. Following the close of the contest the 
winners' names will be published in the 
earliest possible issue of True De- 
tective Mysteries consistent with 
careful judging. 

9. Any person professionally in the busi-. 
ness of crime identification, investiga- 
tion or detection is eligible to win a 
prize or prizes in this contest. Entries 
may be made directly by those who 
individually performed the feats of 
detection submitted, or by their prop- 
erly accredited representatives. 

10. Each entry will be judged entirely 
upon its merits as a brilliant piece of 
crime detection. To the detective or 
police officer performing the most 
brilliant feat of detection will be 
awarded the $500 first prize, to the con- 
testant performing the second most 
brilliant feat of crime detection, the 
second prize of $300, etc. 

11. In case of ties each tying contestant 
will receive the full amount of the prize 
tied for. 

12. All contestants must agree to furnish 
upon request proper evidence of the 
truth of the statements made regarding 
the feats of detection entered for con- 
sideration in this contest. 

13. Once an entry is submitted no further 
correspondence regarding it will be 
entered into. 

14. Address all requests for contest forms, 
and all completed contest entries to 
Prize Award Editor, True Detective 
Mysteries, 1926 Broadway, New York, 
N. Y. 
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(Continued from page 77) 


Fosco was to signal by pulling out his 
handkerchief. 

Our hope then was that by keeping 
Benny under surveillance for several days, 
we would learn who his associates were — 
and through them catch up with the men 
we were after. This hope was not far- 
fetched. The car was not stolen the sec- 
ond time until Fosco was assured by 
Benny that he had a buyer — since the mur- 
derers had used the license plate of the 
Presses car, it was safe to assume that his 
buyer or buyers had murdered Whitman. 

But as so often happens in detective 
work, just as in all kinds of other work, 
I suppose, our well-laid plans went awry. 

We drove to the restaurant in two cars. 

As scheduled, Fosco and the two offi- 
cers with a shadow-man, entered the place. 
Fifteen minutes later we knew something 
had gone wrong — terribly wrong. 

Fosco came out with the man on Bruck- 
man's staff, and a wildly struggling figure 
was being hauled out by the peace officer. 

“Help ! Police 1 'They're kidnaping me !” 
his yells split the air. 

In an instant the whole neighborhood 
was in an uproar. We didn’t know who 
Benny was, but we were banking on his 
being an associate of desperate criminals. 
We figured that if the restaurant was his 
hang-out, his gang would come to his 
rescue in no time. It looked as if we 
were in pretty bad. 

C APTAIN JONES drove off with 
Fosco. I saw that much out of the 
corner of my eye as I dashed to the 
county officer's aid. The latter was a big 
chap, but so was Benny, and with the 
frenzied excitement of the mob that 
sought to rescue him we had our hands 
full. 

We were mixing it up pretty thick, three 
against hundreds, when some one in the 
crowd had the sense to shout : 

“You fools. Don't you see they’re cops 
making an arrest!” 

Those nearest us drew back for a sec- 
ond or two which gave the officers a 
chance to flash their shields. Before they 
recovered their wits, we got Benny into 
the car and drove off. 

Was Benny the connecting link with 
the murderers? Had the fracas endan- 
gered the structure of our investigation? 

We hadn't driven five blocks before I 
realized that in Benny we had a hard nut 
to crack. Not because he was tough — he 
wasn't. Once we got away from the 
scene of the crime and he knew the game 
was up, he became quite affable. He gave 
us his name, Benjamin Thalrose, his oc- 
cupation — chauffeur, temporarily unem- 
ployed, and his address in Harlem, with- 
out being urged. But behind his quiet 
smile and suave manners, there was a 
determination as unbendablc as steel. He 
insisted that he thought the officers who 
arrested him were gangsters, but why 
gangsters should want to take him for a 
ride he could not explain. 

After we had delivered Thalrose at the 
station, I asked the officers what had hap- 
pened in the restaurant. 

"I don't know exactly,” the peace offi- 
cer explained. “But it looked as if Thal- 
rose noticed Fosco give the signal and 
recognized the man from Captain Bruck- 
man’s office. Anyway he made a break as 
if he were to escape and spread the tidings. 


so we thought the only thing left for us 
to do was to pinch him.” 

Confronted with Fosco and Cohen, 
Thalrose simply denied he had ever seen 
either of them before. 

I N the early hours of the morning the 
three men were rushed to Mineola and 
questioned by the District Attorney. 
Presses had talked. Cohen talked and 
Fosco talked. Thalrose would not talk — 
and Thalrose was the “king pin.” Re- 
porters had been keeping a close guard 
over the Nassau County Jail ever since 
the Bellmore crime, and we were afraid 
to let the least inkling of Thalrose's arrest 
leak out. 

Before dawn, he was secretly conveyed 
to the Hempstead Jail and locked up there. 

The following morning, as soon as the 
courts were open, we got “John Doe” war- 
rants from the judge so that we could 
arrest the bandits without any loss of time 
should Thalrose break. 

Around noon I called at the jail and 
took Thalrose out to lunch. 

I drove him over to a quiet place noted 
for its cooking and seclusion. 

"I don't know anything,” he said as 
soon as the waiter had taken our order, 
and we were alone. 

“You know more than you have told us.” 
I contradicted him quietly. He shrugged. 

All through the meal I kept him talking, 
talking, talking, trying to get an idea of 
what was in his mind.. I’m no mind 
reader, but experience has taught me how- 
to keep pecking, pecking, pecking away at 
a suspect’s brain until I get some sort of 
a drift of what his inner thoughts arc. 

Thalrose didn't strike me as a man who 
would take part in a stick-up. But. if he 
wasn’t involved, w-hat w-as it that kept 
him from talking? 

The subject of circumstantial evidence 
came up, and we discussed that in a desul- 
tory fashion for a while. 

“If I told you certain things,” Thalrose 
said meditatively, just as we reached the 
coffee stage, “you wouldn’t believe me.” 

“That would depend on what they are,” 
I returned. “But if you are not concerned 
in the murder, you are acting ridiculously. 
It is because I don't believe that you are 
involved in it that I don’t bring in 
witnesses who can swear that they saw' 
you meet Fosco in that restaurant, for 
instance.” 

“Maybe you could,” he murmured cyn- 
ically, as he dropped two or three lumps 
of sugar into his coffee. He dropped them 
slowly and deliberately, as if the result of 
some delicate experiment depended on the 
care with which they were deposited in 
the liquid. 

Thalrose was breaking. 

“Are you sure,” he said almost in a 
whisper, “that so long as I wasn't on the 
scene when the murder was discussed and 
don’t know an actual thing about how it 
was committed, that I would not be 
roped in?” 

“Your common sense should tell you 
that,” I said watching his brow wrinkle 
in thought. “Unless you sold them the 
car know-ing it was to be used in a rob- 
bery and murder — how could they impli- 
cate you? The selling of the car to the 
bandits was the only part you played in 
the crime wasn’t it?” 

I saw Thalrose’s eyes narrow. 


I T should be a source of happiness for any 
woman to have her daughter's confidence. 
Far better that she should go to you with an 
intimate question than to casual friends and 
acquaintances. Far safer that you should tell her 
about feminine hygiene, knowing that the cor- 
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"They have swell eats here,” he said. 
Glancing around in the direction he was 
looking in, I saw a young man slightly 
over medium height sitting at a table 
across the aisle from us. He met my ex- 
pression of annoyance with a flashing 
smile. 

I SIGNALLED to the waiter and paid 
our bill. 

“See you later?” the intruder positively- 
beamed on me as I passed him with a 
curt nod. 

"The District Attorney wants to speak 
to you on the ’phone,” a waiter rushed up 
and told me in a low voice as I was about 
to open the door. 

“Tell him, I’ll call him back in a min- 
ute or two," I answered in an equally low 
tone. 

I had left word when I left the jail 
where I could be found in a case of emer- 
gency. What had happened? 

I didn't want to return to the jail until I 
had received Thalrose’s statement. Yet, 


I must answer the D. A.’s call at once. I 
didn’t dare answer it in the open res- 
taurant with that man sitting here. 

The problem was solved for me. 

At that moment, Fogarty, my partner, 
appeared on the scene. 

There was an expression of chagrin on 
his lips. "Have you heard the news?” he 
asked. “Some little boy has tattled, and 
the reporters know all about the arrests.” 

Thai rose had entered the car, and as 
Fogarty spoke in a whisper, it was 
impossible that he could have heard 
what was said. His face, however, had 
grown haggard and I knew if 1 didn’t 
get the story from him then, reaction 
would set in and he would recede into 
his shell. 

“Call the D. A. on the ’phone,” I said 
to Jack. "Tell him Thalrose is breaking. 
If the message is more important than 
that, chase after me. I'll be driving slowly 
down the road. If it isn’t urgent. I’ll 
meet you in the jail in half an hour." 

"Sure that's true what you said about 


them not roping me in?” Thalrose asked 
as I took my place behind the wheel. 

"You have my word for it,” I assured 
him. 

“Then,” with a shiver. “Here goes . . 

As we drove along the highway, con- 
gested with motorists who were enjoying 
tlje balmy spring weather, Thalrose put 
me in possession of the key which later 
opened the door of the death house to as 
cold-blooded a pair of murderers as I have 
ever met in over twenty years of detec- 
tive work. 

Just what will Thalrose’s story reveal? 
Who are these two murderers spoken of? 
Have you already recognized them in 
the story? De Martini will tell you next 
month how he put the finishing touches 
on this piece of master sleuthing. Don’t 
miss this thrilling wind-up of one of the 
most sensational crimes in New York 
annals— in July True Detective Mys- 
teries — on sale at all news stands 
June 15th. 


“Honey” Sarlo and the Fiend 

( Continued front page 42) 


Rose had ridden to and from work. This 
man had been discharged, but until three 
months previous to the murder he had been 
a regular driver on that route. 

His name was George Yarrow. He lived 
in Barnsboro, Gloucester County, with his 
brother-in-law and sister, Mr. and Mrs. 
Harry Hassan. Yarrow’s aged mother, 
Mrs. Mary Yarrow, an invalid, also lived 
in the home. 

Trooper Smith and I hurried to Barns- 
boro. As we drove up to the house we 
left my car and went to the side of the 
dwelling. Immediately outside the garage 
stood the wreckage of a burned automobile, 
the interior absolutely burned away, and 
the metal work torn and blistered. The 
automobile was an Essex coach. Bits of 
broken glass from its windows were strewn 
on the ground beside it. Only the tires 
had escaped the effects of the flames. I 
took the license number of the car and 
Trooper Smith and I gathered suspicious- 
looking bits of broken glass beside the car. 

\Ve removed a tire, the right rear one, 
and then knocked at the door of the 
Hassan home. Mrs. Hassan responded to 
our knock. She told us her brother. George 
Yarrow, was asleep in his room and we 
asked her to call him. 

Yarrow appeared, evidently just having 
been awakened. He rubbed the sleep from 
his eyes as we told him who we were and 
explained that we wanted to question him. 

Questioned about his movements on Sat- 
urday night. Yarrow told us he had spent 
the night in Woodbury, after an early 
drive to Philadelphia* with friends. Yes, he 
had known Rose Sarlo, but he had not seen 
her for three months. They never had been 
sweethearts, he said, and never had gone 
anywhere together. 

"Did you know that Rose Sarlo had been 
murdered?” I asked him. 

“No,” he responded, apparently little af- 
fected by the news. He was not nervous, 
only surprised. He seemed only mildly 
interested in the details of the murder. 

“Is that your car — the burned one in the 
yard?” he was asked. 


"Yes," was the response. 

"How and when was it burned?” 

“It burned up early this morning,” Yar- 
row replied. "I was going to take a girl 
to Atlantic City, and as I backed it from 
the garage it back-fired, starting a fire 
under the hood. The blaze spread fast and 
soon ignited the interior of the car. The 
Barnsboro Fire Company was called to put 
out the blaze.” 

Investigation disclosed that the Barns- 
boro Fire Company had extinguished the 
blaze, having been called to the scene by 
Harry Hassan. Yarrow’s brother-in-law. 
By the time the firemen had reached the 
Hassan home the interior of the car had 
been burned away. 

Y ARROW’S story, in our opinion, did 
not ring true, so Trooper Smith and I 
formally arrested him on suspicion and 
took him to Woodbury for questioning. 
The body of Rose Sarlo had been resting 
in the undertaking establishment of Atlee 
B. Adams, a county coroner, awaiting an 
inquest and autopsy. 

Doctor H. H. Clark, County Physician, 
was performing the autopsy when we 
reached the mortuary with Yarrow. We 
took him into the room where the body 
lay. Yarrow was unmoved. 

The State trooper and I then took Yar- 
row to the Court House where State and 
County Police had held three other per- 
sons for questioning. Those under exam- 
ination there were Carmen Matteo, seven- 
teen years old, and James McCourt, 
twenty-one years old, both of Sewell, 
New Jersey, and Joseph Downs, twenty- 
two years old, of West Street, Wood- 
bury. McCourt and Downs soon demon- 
strated that they could give little evi- 
dence relative to the murder. 

Matteo, however, was held. He admit- 
ted that he had been a friend of Rose 
Sarlo, but denied vigorously that he 
could cast any light on the murder. Mat- 
teo had been picked up at his home after 
a mysterious witness, whose identity was 
withheld, had informed us that he had 


seen Matteo cross the Mantua Creek 
Bridge, where the girl’s body was found, 
shortly before 4 :30 o'clock on the morn- 
ing following the murder. 

Matteo admitted that lie had crossed 
the bridge at that hour, but denied knowl- 
edge of the crime. He said he had crossed 
the bridge at that late hour because he 
had spent the evening in Philadelphia at 
a party and was late in returning to the 
Jersey side of the Delaware River. 

Matteo retained James Avis as his at- 
torney. 

By this time our men had turned up 
evidence which revealed more details of 
the brutal crime. James Youngcourt, a 
friend of Rose’s family, who lived on 
Walnut Street, Woodbury, while walking 
along East Red Bank Avenue — a lonely 
road on the outskirts of Woodbury — had 
noticed badly trampled weeds not far 
from the roadway. His investigation re- 
vealed a small black slipper in the 
trampled weeds — a slipper for the right 
foot — what appeared to be blood spots on 
the grass and weeds, and a girl’s bloody 
handkerchief. 

The spot was four miles from where 
Rose Sarlo’s body had been found — but 
the slipper and handkerchief were iden- 
tified as Rose's. 

The only house near the grewsome spot 
on East Red Bank Avenue was that of 
Alexander Taggert, a caretaker for the 
G. G. Green Estate, which is owner of 
the surrounding land. Taggert lived in 
the old farmhouse where former Mayor 
J. Hampton Moore of Philadelphia was 
born. Taggert had heard no outcry or 
shots on the night of the murder, nor 
had he seen a car parked there. 

But, there had been two unconscious 
witnesses of the attack on the girl. Mrs. 
Family Verfaillie, thirty-four years old. 
of Spiegal Avenue, Verga, New Jersey, 
and her daughter, Mary Verfaillie, fif- 
teen years old, a chum of Rose Sarlo, 
had stepped from a motor bus in Wood- 
bury, near East Red Bank Avenue, be- 
tween 1 1 and 1 1 :30 that Saturday night. 
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“A fciv minutes after we got off the 
bus," Mrs. Verfaillie said, “we heard 
cries of agony. We thought the cries 
came from an automobile we saw parked 
there. We saw a man in the car. He had 
neither hat nor coat, and his shirt was 
open at the neck. His hair and cloth- 
ing seemed dishevelled. 

"We were frightened. As we walked 
past, the man started his car and drove 
about fifty yards, where he stopped the 
automobile again. We saw something — 
someone — in the car. It must have been 
poor little Rose, and the screams we 
heard must have been hers.” 

A RRIVING at her home, Mrs. Vcr- 
faillie told the story to her husband, 
l'red Verfaillie, a carpenter employed by 
Hitchner & Holmes in Camden. . Ycr- 
faillic went to the scene, but the auto- 
mobile had driven away. Neither he nor 
his wife and daughter connected the in- 
cident with the murder until they read 
of it in the newspapers. 

While these details of the crime were 
being worked out and with some of the 
authorities concentrating on checking the 
movements of young Mattco on the night 
of the murder, further corroboration of 
the story of Miss Sweeten came to light. 

Two youths — Antone I.etzgus, nephew 
of State Assemblyman Charles W. Lctz- 
gus, and Maurice Sweeney, both of 
Gloucester City, Camden County — had seen 
Rose Sarlo and talked with her on the 
night of the slaying. 

The youths had gone to Woodbury 
from their homes and were walking on 
the east side of Broad Street when they 
met Rose. The three stopped in front of 
the home of Doctor Duncan Campbell — 
almost across the street from the Wood- 
bury Post Office. 

As the youths and Rose talked, young 
I.etzgus said, they saw an automobile 
pass — a small coach. It was about 10 :30 
o'clock. The car was going north on 
Broad Street. 

As it passed them, Letzgus said, the 
driver blew his horn, leaned from the 
car and called, "Hello, Rose.’’ 

I.etzgus and Sweeney said the car must 
have been driven around the block, for 
five minutes later it passed again — going 
in the same direction — and in a brief 
period of time, when they looked again, 
they saw the same car parked on the op- 
posite side of the street, near the post 
office. 

When the boys said “Good night” to 
Rose and left her, they walked south on 
Broad Street. It was about this time 
;hat Miss Sweeten reached the scene, 
witnessing the conversation of Rose, 
I.ctgus and Sweeney, and later the epi- 
sode of Rose and the automobile driver. 

Young Letzgus, too, corroborated Miss 
Sweetcn’s story of having seen Rose en- 
ter an automobile with a man. He could 
not identify the driver, however, he said. 

T HE manner in which the murder had 
been accomplished now was clearly 
outlined. Rose Sarlo had left home with 
the intention of doing her Saturday night 
shopping, seeing a “movie” and return- 
ing to her home at a comparatively early 
hour. 

She had stopped to chat on the street 
with young Letzgus and Sweeney and 
her meeting with the driver of the au- 


tomobile could not have been prear- 
ranged. Evidently the driver had known 
her, for he had called “Hello, Rose” as 
he drove past the youths and girl. 

The slayer, then, probably had watched 
—either from his parked car in front of 
the post office or from some other van- 
tage spot — while Rose walked away from 
Sweeney and Letzgus to a spot on the 
slope near the Quaker Cemetery, where 
Miss Sweeten had seen her talking with 
the unidentified man. 

The evidence disclosed on East Red 
Bank Avenue indicated that the girl had 
been beaten — and probably shot — there, 
although no one could be found who had 
heard the pistol shots. What had hap- 
pened between the time of the assault 
and the finding of the body beneath the 
Mantua Creek Bridge remained a mys- 
tery. 

We had checked carefully all the evi- 
dence relative to the mysterious Essex 
coach on the fateful Saturday night. We 
took a car of the same type and had it 
driven over the ground described by 
Miss Sweeten, Letzgus and Sweeney. 
This demonstration showed that their 
stories tallied exactly. 

State Trooper Smith, who had started 
work on the case with me, now had been 
transferred to other duties, while Trooper 
Kelly, a corporal then and now a ser- 
geant on the State force, was loaned to 
Gloucester County as an acting county 
detective for work on the Sarlo case. 
Kelly played a prominent part in de- 
veloping the evidence. 

By this time young Mattco had sat- 
isfactorily explained his movements on 
that Saturday night and Corporal Kelly 
and I were concentrating on the Yarrow 
angle. We had taken the bits of glass 
gathered from the ruins of Yarrow's car 
to a chemist for analysis of suspicious 
looking spots on them. We had found 
other spots on an aluminum step fastened 
to the running board of the automobile. 
The chemist also looked these over. 

He determined that they were blood 
spots. 

Then, too, we had the tire which 
Trooper Smith and I had removed from 
Yarrow’s fire-wrecked automobile. It 
had a clearly defined tread. It was a 
Murray Cord, worn, but still retaining 
the pattern of the tread. 

Traffic on the Mantua- Wenonah Road, 
of course, was so heavy that it had ob- 
literated any possibility of tracing any 
particular car by its tracks there. But 
there remained the tragic spot on East 
Red Bank Avenue, where Rose Sarlo’s 
forgotten slipper had been found, and 
where Mrs. Verfaillie and her daughter 
had heard screams on the fateful night. 

A MICROSCOPIC search was made 
of the ground at the scene of the 
tragedy. The beaten dowu weeds and 
blood spots told the story of the strug- 
gle there. 

But there was more to be found. We 
examined the roadway carefully and the 
ditch along the side where the murder 
car must have stood. Finally our search 
was rewarded. 

There was a well-defined print of a 
tire— a mark of a familiar pattern. We 
took the tire which we had removed from 
Yarrow’s blackened automobile and fitted 
it to the impression in the ground. 
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“Why, Bill— 

here’s an extra $20!” 

“Yes, Bcttjr, I’ve had another raise! Twenty dollars 
— think of it! That’s a thousand more a year. \Ve 
can have the new furniture now, dear, and save more 
than ever, besides. You certainly were right about 
that International Correspondence Schools Course. You 
said I’d make some headway, once I had the training. 
And studying at home in my spare time wasn't hani. 

“Remember. I said the Boss had been talking to 
me about technical points, and that I was able to 
answer his questions? He told me today that the 
I. C. S. people had written him about my course. 
He’s been watching my work, and he decided this week 
that I was ready for promotion. 

“This is only the start, dear, for I've got the train- 
ing to handle my job and the job ahead.” 

Thousands of I. C. S. students are earning promotion 
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It fitted ! It was the mark of Yarrow s 
automobile at the scene of the attack on 
Rose Sarlo! 

We were now ready for our session 
with George Yarrow. 

Trooper Kelly and I examined Yarrow 
in his cell in the Court House. He was 
obdurate. Hour after hour he denied his 
guilt, while we repeated to him the chain 
ot evidence we had woven. We pointed out 
the damning fact that blood stains had 
been found on his car. We showed him 
that his car could not have been ignited by 
a back-fire, as lie had said, for the blaze 
had originated within the body of the car. 

We showed him that we had estab- 
lished the fact that he had written the 
notes to the girl — an older man trying to 
lead a young girl on, and how Miss 
Sweeten had seen his car — for Z-4303 
was his license number — stop and had seen 
Rose Sarlo enter it. 

And we told him, too. how the tire from 
his automobile had fitted exactly into 
the impression in the ground on East 
Red Bank Avenue. 

We tried to impress on him that we 
had an iron-clad case against him, with- 
out a confession; hut he angrily refused 
even to admit that he had seen Rose Sar- 
lo for three months before the murder. 

At last, however, he broke. 

“I'm ready to talk,” he told us. 

We gathered in that room in the Court 
House — Captain William J. Carter of the 
New Jersey State Police, County Detec- 
tive Scott. Sheriff John B. Stratton, 
Corporal Kelly and Troopers William 
Lewis and Smith of the State Police, G. 
R. Schenck, Doctor H. H. Clark and my- 
self. 

Y ARROW sat most of the time with his 
head in his hands, rarely looking up. 
I conducted the examination. The con- 
fession, in part, follows: 

“Yarrow, do you wish to make a vol- 
untarv statement concerning this crime?" 
“Yes.” 

“On the day of the crime you started 
out from your home at what time in your 
car?” 

“I started out in the morning, when I 
went to work.” 

“You came home and got your sup- 
per after work?” 

“Yes." 

“What time did you start out in the 
evening?” 

“Around seven o’clock.” 

“Where did you go from then on?” 
“Went up to Woodbury.” 

“And what did you do after you got 
to Woodbury?” 

“Went to visit some friends.” 

“After you left vour friends what did 
you do ?” 

“I went around town for awhile. Just 
rode around the streets.” 

“Where and when did you meet Rose 
Sarlo?” 

“I met her around below the post 
office: down by the hospital on the op- 
posite side of Broad Street." 

“And you had some conversation with 
her there?” 

“Yes.” 

“What happened next? Did you invite 
her into vour car.'” 

“Yes.” 

“Did she get into the car?” 

“Yes.” 


“And then where did you go?” 

“Out on the dirt road out there.” 

“How far did you travel after you 
went under the railroad bridge?" 

“I don't know. About half-a-mile.” 

“What happened next?" 

“We had some kind of an argument 
there.” 

“How did this argument start?” 

“I don't know how it started." 

“Were you asking her to do things 
she should not do?” 

"I don’t even remember what it started 
over.” 

“Was the car stopped during this ar- 
gument?” 

“Yes." 

“What did you do?" 

“I hit her face.” 

“With what ?" 

“My hand.” 

“Was your hand opened or closed?” 

“Closed.” 

“Did you get out of the car, either of 
you?” 

“We were outside the car." 

“Both of you?” 

“Yes.” 

“How many times did you hit her?" 

“Just once." 

“Did vott knock her down?" 

“Yes.” 

“Was it necessary for you to pick her 
up after you knocked her down?" 

"Yes.” 

“Was she unconscious?” 

“For awhile.” 

“Did you lift her into the automobile?” 

He did not answer. 

“Where did you put her in the auto- 
mobile?” 

"In the hack seat.” 

"What happened next ?” 

“I started the car.” 

“Did you continue out to the Delsea 
Drive?” 

“I rode a little wav and then turned 
back.” 

"I XT’ HEN did she become conscious?” 

■ ■ "Before I turned around and came 
back again.” 

"What did she say when she regained 
consciousness?” 

“She said she was going to have un- 
locked up." 

"For striking her?" 

“Yes.” 

“And when she said she was going to 
have you locked up what did you do?” 

“I turned around — oh. I can't think." 
(Putting his hands to his face.) 

“And when she said she was going to 
have you arrested what did you do?” 

“I went down Delsea Drive to Sewell 
and from Sewell over to Mantua and as 
I drove between Mantua and Barnsboro 
I shot her. 

“You shot her where?” 

“I don’t know. I didn't look to see 
where I shot her.” 

“How many times did you shoot her?” 

“I think twice.” 

“What conversation did you have be- 
fore you shot her?” 

“Nothing.” 

“She said she was going to have you 
arrested. Didn't she say anything after 
that ?” 

“No.” 

“What did you say to her when she 
made that expression?" 
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“I did not say anything.” 

“You mean you rode along in silence 
without saying anything to one another?” 

There was no reply to this question. 

"Did you stop your car at 'the time you 
shot her?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tell us in your own words just how 
you shot Rose Sarlo. Did you get out of 
the driver's seat?” 

“No. I sat there and I reached around. 
She was lying on the hack seat.” 

“The first shot you fired — did that go 
into her head or into her back?” 

"I don’t know. I didn’t look to see.” 

“What did you do next?” 

He did not answer. 

"When did you tie the wire around 
Rose Sarlo's neck?” 

"I don’t remember when I did.” 

“Did you put the wire around her neck 
before or after you shot her?” 

“I don’t even remember putting the 
wire around her neck.” 

"Just settle yourself there and think. 
You must know. Did you put the wire 
around her neck on the bridge between 
Mantua and Wenonah before you threw 
the body over the edge of the bridge?” 

"I don’t remember.” 

"Was she dead when you fired the first 
shot? Or when did you first know that 
she was dead?” 

“I didn't know that she was dead at 
all.” 

“Did she erv out or scream?” 

“No.” 

"After you left this place where you 
shot Rose Sarlo, where did you go 
then ?” 

“I went through Wenonah to Wood- 
bury Heights.” 

"And where did you go from Wood- 
bury Heights?” 

"I went home then. I came out down 


the other end of Woodbury and came 
home then.” 

"But you had the body in your car, 
didn’t you?” 

"I put it in the back seat.” 

“At what time in the morning did this 
crime occur?” 

"T DON’T know what time it was.” 

A "When you met Rose Sarlo where 
did you tell her you were taking her?” 

“I didn't tell her anything.” 

"Where did she think she was going?” 

"I don't know.” 

"When did you first take hold of the 
gun with the idea in mind of shooting 
Rose Sarlo with it?” 

"Between Woodbury and Barnsboro.” 

“Where had the gun been prior to 
that ?” 

“Under the front seat.” 

“Did you get out to get the gun?” 

“No, I reached down for it.” 

“After you shot the girl what did you 
do with the gun?” 

”1 don't remember touching it after 
that.” 

“Where is the gun that you committed 
this murder with?” 

”1 don’t know." (The revolver never 
was recovered.) 

"Why did you burn your automobile? 
Was it because of blood on the cush- 
ions ?” 

’’Yes.” 

"How did you set fire to it?” 

“Threw gasoline on it.” 

“Where did you get the gasoline you 

poured on the car?” 

“Out of the tank.” 

Here, under long examination. Yar- 
row denied that he had violated the girl, 
although the autopsy disclosed she had 
been criminally assaulted. Yarrow ad- 
mitted a criminal record, having been 
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found guilty in Pennsylvania on charges 
of highway robbery and breaking and en- 
tering. 

“Why did you kill Rose Sarlo?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What kind of tires did you have on 
your automobile?” 

“1 don’t know.” 

“Did you have Murray Cord tires on 
your automobile?” 

“I never looked at the name.” 

“I show you a Murray Cord tire, size 
thirty-four by four, and ask you if you 
ever saw that before?” 

“I don’t know if it is mine or not.” 

“This tire, which I have just shown 
you, came off your automobile, off the 
right hand, rear wheel. Does that re- 
fresh your memory?” 

“No.” 

This was the tire which fitted into the 
impression in the road at the scene of 
the first attack on Rose Sarlo. 

“Were your hands bloody when you 
got home?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where did you wash your hands?” 

“In the bath room.” 

“When did you fraettire Rose Sarlo’s 
skull?” 

“I don’t know." 

“What did you hit her with?” 

“I didn't hit her with anything.” 

“How did you get the body of Rose 
Sarlo from your automobile and throw 
it over the bridge?” 

“I lifted her out.” 

"And what did you do after you lifted 
her out?” 

“Just dropped her down.” 

“Did you think you were dropping the 
body into a deep stream?” 

“I don’t know. I didn’t look.” 

“Yarrow, this statement is made of 
your own free will and accord, isn’t it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Yarrow, I am going to read a war- 
rant to you,” I said. 

I read the warrant charging Yarrow 
with the murder of Rose Sarlo. He dis- 
played no feeling and was led back to 
his cell. 

Three days later Coroner Oran A. 
Wood held an inquest, before which we 
placed our evidence. The jury verdict 
was that Rose Sarlo had met death by 
strangulation and bullet wounds inflicted 
by George Yarrow. The jury recom- 
mended an early trial. 

I N the days between the coroner’s jury 
action and the trial two months later, 
Corporal Kelly and I continued our in- 
vestigation to strengthen the case against 
Yarrow. We talked with the prisoner 
daily, and a week before the trial he at- 
tempted to repudiate his confession, de- 
claring that another man had murdered 
the little Sarlo girl. 

This is the story which Yarrow then 
told to Corporal Kelly and myself : 

“I met a stranger on Broad Street, 
Woodbury,” Yarrow said. “He told me 
he was in South Jersey to deliver some 
‘stuff. I don’t know whether he meant 
liquor or dope. He asked me to get a 
couple of girls for a party and I prom- 
ised to meet him that Saturday night in 
Woodbury — at ten o’clock. 

“I met him and we picked up Rose, but 
no other girl. This fellow, I only knew 
him as ‘Slim’, was in the car when we 


drove out to East Red Bank Avenue. 
Slim was caressing and bothering Rose 
and made me stop the car and leave it. 
While I was away from the car I heard 
screams and when I got back to the auto- 
mobile Slim was in it and Rose on the 
ground. 

“Slim pulled out a gun and made me 
help him put the girl back in the car. 
Slim shot her and, still wkh his gun 
pointed at me, made me help him throw 
the body out. I drove Slim to the Kaighn 
Avenue ferry of the Reading Railway in 
Camden and he left me there. He said 
he would kill me if I squealed on him.” 

We did not believe Yarrow’s second 
story, but questioned him more about the 
mythical Slim. Yarrow said they had 
met in a pool room near Eighth and Vine 
Streets, in Philadelphia. We communi- 
cated with the Philadelphia police and 
they combed the neighborhood of the 
pool room, arresting one habitue of the 
neighborhood who was known as Slim. 

This Slim was taken to the Philadel- 
phia City Hall and questioned and his 
picture and fingerprints were taken. We 
then took the photograph to Yarrow, who 
declared that it was not the Slim of his 
story. 

T HE Yarrow case did not come to an 
end with his trial. It was a case in which 
justice had a hard road to travel. At the 
preliminary hearing young Antone Letz- 
gus, who testified he had seen Rose enter 
the Essex coach on the night of the mur- 
der, confronted Yarrow and refused to 
identify him as Rose’s companion. That 
was a blow to our case — a momentary one, 
at least. 

At this juncture came still another de- 
velopment. Mrs. Sylvia Michaels, of 1624 
Suydenham Street, Philadelphia, Yarrow’s 
mother-in-law, appeared in Woodbury and 
reported her belief that Yarrow, in addi- 
tion to slaying Rose Sarlo, also had mur- 
dered his wife. 

Mrs. Yarrow, her daughter by a former 
marriage, Mrs. Michaels said, had disap- 
peared mysteriously two years previous, 
after a quarrel with Yarrow. Her daugh- 
ter had married Yarrow when she was only 
fourteen years old, Mrs. Michaels said, and 
the Yarrows had a four-year-old daughter, 
Ruth, now living with Mrs. Michaels. 

“Yarrow killed my daughter,” Mrs. 
Michaels dramatically told the Gloucester 
County and Philadelphia Police. 

The Camden County Police Department 
also was drawn into the case when Mrs. 
Michaels declared that she believed her 
daughter to have been the victim in the 
mysterious “Hilltop Murder” in Camden 
County about the time of Mrs. Yarrow’s 
disappearance. 

The Hilltop mystery concerned the find- 
ing of the hacked body of a woman, to- 
gether with part of the clothing, in the 
Hilltop section of the county. The mys- 
tery never had been solved and the identity 
of the victim had not been established. 

Yarrow denied that he had killed his 
wife and insisted that they had parted 
amicably. But when the effects of the Hill- 
top victim were brought to Woodbury by 
Lawrence T. Doran. Chief of Camden 
County Detectives. Mrs. Michaels at first 
identified them as her daughter’s property. 

Later a dentist examined the skull of 
the murder victim, after learning the con- 
dition of Mrs. Yarrow’s mouth from her 


mother. The examination revealed that the 
victim was a woman of probably forty 
years and the extent of the dentat work 
precluded the possibility of it being Mrs. 
Yarrow. 

This removed the suspicion that Yarrow 
had been guilty of the murder of this 
woman. 

Y ARROW'S trial for the murder of 
Rose Sarlo opened at the Woodbury 
Court House on December 7th, 1927. It 
was a sensation sweeping three counties. 
Supreme Court Justice Frank S. Katzen- 
bach presided, and scores of talesmen were 
examined before a jury could be obtained. 

Attorney Lewis Lieberman was Yarrow's 
lawyer and he offered this defense — that 
Yarrow was a Jekyll-Hyde personality — 
that lie had suffered a temporary insanity 
because of a shrapnel wound suffered dur- 
ing the tear. 

Yarrow’s sisters, Mrs. Hassan and Miss 
Mary Yarrow, sat with the accused man. 

Evidence brought out at the trial ran 
along the same lines as has been outlined 
in our development of the case. The jury 
heard of the broken glass with the blood 
spots ; of the tire which had fitted the in- 
dentations in the road on Red Bank Ave- 
nue; of blood stains which had been 
found on clothes worn by Yarrow ; of the 
meeting between Rose and Yarrow on that 
Saturday night when the girl took her 
death ride. 

All of the evidence was followed by the 
introduction of Yarrow’s confession. 

Then came the bombshell of the trial. 
Attorney Lieberman offered no defense 
witnesses, not even an alienist. As the jury 
retired he announced that he would make 
an appeal on the ground that the Court had 
refused permission to postpone the read- 
ing of Yarrow’s confession for a day, so 
that the defense might produce witnesses 
to prove it was not a voluntary confession; 
and because, in the opinion of the defense, 
the Court had made out a stronger case of 
premeditation than had the prosecution. 

In his closing arguments, Prosecutor 
Joseph J. Summerill, Jr., reiterated his de- 
mand that Yarrow, the “ex-bandit, ex- 
robber, now a murderer, be sent to the chair 
for the most atrocious murder which ever 
disgraced the records of the state.” Sum- 
merill called Rose “the standard bearer of 
American girlhood” and said “she sacri- 
ficed her life on the altar of virtue.” 

Dangling the strands of wire which had 
strangled the girl, Summerill pointed out 
wisps of Rose’s dark hair which still clung 
to them. He declared the autopsy had 
shown Rose had been unsullied before the 
attack which cost her life. 

A feature of the trial was the changed 
testimony of young Letzgus, who, at the 
preliminary hearing, had failed to identify 
Yarrow as the man who had occupied the 
Essex coach with Rose. 

At the trial Letzgus did identify Yarrow, 
saying. “I didn’t want to get anybody into 
trouble. Later I decided to tell the truth.” 

The jury was out only an hour and one 
half. It brought in a verdict of guilty of 
murder in the first degree, and Yarrow 
was sentenced to die in the electric chair 
at Trenton Penitentiary in the week of 
January 8th, 1928. 

Yarrow was immediately sent to the 
death house at Trenton, but efforts to save 
him were continued. His aged mother. 
Mrs. Mary Yarrow, seriously ill at her 
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home in Barnsboro, was not told of her 
son's trial and conviction. News of the 
disgrace was kept from her for fear that 
it might bring about her death. She was 
told that her son was in the West. She 
begged to see him, but was told that he 
had gotten into some disagreement over his 
automobile and could not come East at 
that time. 

T HEN dramatically. Yarrow’s missing 
wife — thought "dead” for two years — 
appeared. Unannounced, this pretty young 
woman of twenty-one, accompanied by her 
four-year-old baby, went to the death house 
in Trenton Penitentiary and asked to see 
her condemned husband. 

"I’ve come to help you, George,” she told 
him. "I was in Miami, Florida, when I 
read of your plight, so I immediately came 
north to to save you.” 

Mrs. Yarrow obtained the services of 
Edison Hedges, one of the attorneys for 
the defense in the notorious Lilliendahl- 
Beach murder case, to carry on the last- 
hour fight to save George Yarrow. She 
went to Governor A. Harry Moore and 
pleaded with him to commute the sentence 
of death to life imprisonment. 

The Governor explained that under the 
New Jersey law he did not have the power 
to do this, but promised that he would call 
the Board of Pardons to consider the case. 

Mrs. Yarrow then went to the grieving 
mother of Rose Sarlo and begged her to 
join in the plea for mercy. Gazing at the 
picture of her slain daughter, Mrs. Sarlo 
refused. 

On January 5th, 1928, Yarrow’s execu- 
tion was halted by an appeal filed by Mr. 
Hedges. Technical errors in the trial were 
the basis for the appeal. The date for the 
execution was moved back to Friday, Jan- 
uary 13th. Hedges first asked Chancellor 
Edwin R. Walker to order a review of 
the case by the Supreme Court. This mo- 
tion being denied. Hedges filed the appeal 
and the Court of Errors and Appeals set 
February 1st as the date of hearing of 
his case. 

Hedges argued that Yarrow’s confession 
was invalid ; that it had been obtained by 
force and intimidation. 

On March 22nd, 1928, Yarrow's plea 
was refused by the Court of Errors and 
Appeals, and the date for his execution 
was set for June 1st, 1928. The execution 
was set for nine o’clock at night. An hour 
before that time still another desperate 
effort was made to save Yarrow from the 
chair. 

Warden Timothy J. Murphy of the 
Trenton Penitentiary announced that a brief 
respite had been granted. Hedges had tele- 
phoned from Atlantic City. The attorney 
had asked a delay, saying he was trying to 
reach Governor Moore to make a last 
appeal for a reprieve, pending a plea before 
the Court of Pardons for commutation of 
the death sentence to life imprisonment. 

Forty-five minutes later— only a quarter 
of an hour before Yarrow was to be led to 
the electric chair — Hedges’ secretary called 
the prison by telephone, saying the Gover- 
nor could not he reached and asking an- 
other hour of li’c for Yarrow. 

Murphy refused, and promptly at nine 
o'clock fifty witnesses saw Yarrow strapped 
into the death chair. 

A few minutes later George Yarrow had 
paid with his life for the life of Honey 
Sarlo. 


Did You Ever Take 
an INTERNAL Bath? 


By M. PHILIP STEPHENSON 

T HIS may seem a strange question. But if 
you want to niuKuify your energy — sharpen 
vour brain to razor edge — put a glorious sparkle 
In pur eye — null yourself up to a health level 
where you can laugh at disease and glory in vitality 
•ou’re going to read this message to the last line, 
speak from experience. It was a message 
just such as this that dynamited me out of the 
slough of dullness and wretched health into the 
sunlit atmosphere of happiness, vitality and 
vigor. To me, and no doubt to you, an Internal 
Bath was something that had never come within 
my sphere of knowledge. 

So I tore off a coupon similar to the one shown 
below. I wanted to find out what it was all 
about. And back came a booklet. This booklet 
was named “Why We Should Bathe Internally.’* 
It was just choked with common sense and facts. 

What Is an Internal Bath? 

This was my first shock. Vaguely I had an 
Idea that an internal bath was an enema. Or by 
a stretch of the imagination, a new-fangled lax- 
ative. In both cases I was wrong. A real, 
genuine, true internal bath is no more like an 
enema than a kite is like an airplane. The only 
similarity is the employment of water in each 
case. And so far as laxatives arc concerned, I 
learned one thing — to abstain from them com- 
pletely. 

A bona fide internal bath is the administration 
into the intestinal tract of pure, warm water, 
TymQiied by a marvelous cleansing tonic* The 
appliance that holds the liquid and injects it is 
the J. B. L. Cascade, the invention of that eminent 
ihysician. Dr. Charles A. Tyrrell, who perfected 
t to save his own life. Now here’s where the 
genuine internal bath differs radically from the 
enema. 

The lower intestine, called by the great Pro- 
fessor Fogcs of Vienna “the most prolific source 
of disease,’’ is five feet long and shaped like an 
inverted U — thus The enema cleanses but 
a third of this “horseshoe” — or to the first bend. 

The J. B. L. Cascade treatment cleanses it the 
entire length — and is the only appliance that 
docs. You have only to read that booklet “Why 
We Should Bathe Internally” to fully under- 
stand how the Cascade alone can do this. There 
is absolutely no pain or discomfort. 

Why Take an Internal Bath? 

Here is why: The intestinal tract is the waste 
canal of the body. Due to our soft foods, lack 
of vigorous exercise and highly artificial civiliza- 
tion, nine out of ten persons suffer from intestinal 
stasis (delay). The passage of waste is entirely 
too slow. Result: Germs and poisons breed in 


this waste and enter the blood through the blood 
vessels in the intestinal walls. 

These poisons are extremely insidious. The 
headaches you get — the skin blemishes — the 
fatigue — the mental sluggishness — the suscepti- 
bility to c<*lds — and countless other ills are directly 
due to the presence of these poisons in your system. 
They are the generic causes of premature old age. 
rheumatism, high blood pressure and many serious 
maladies. 

Thus it is Imperative that your system lie free 
of these (kmsoiis. And the only sure and effective 
means is internal bathing. In fifteen minutes it 
flushes the intestinal tract of all impurities. And 
each treatment strengthens the intestinal muscles 
so the passage of waste is hastened. 

Immediate Benefits 

Taken just before retiring, you will sleep like 
a child. You will rise with a vigor that is bub- 
bling over. Your whole attitude toward life 
will be changed. All clouds will be laden with 
silver. You will feel rejuvenated — remade. That 
is not my experience only, but that of 900,000 
men and women who faithfully practice this won- 
derful inner cleanliness. Just one internal bath 
a week to regain and hold glorious vibrant health! 
To toss off the mantle of old age — nervousness — 
and dull care! To fortify you against epidemics, 
colds, etc. 

Is that fifteen minutes worth while? 

Send for This Booklet 

It is entirely FREE. And I am absolutely 
convinced that you will agTcc you never used a 
two-cent stamp to better advantage. There are 
letters from many who achieved results that 
seem miraculous. As an eye-opener on health, 
this booklet is worth many, many times the price 
of that 2-cent stamp. Use the convenient coupon 
below or address Tyrrell's Hygienic Institute. 
Inc., Dept. 396, 152 West 65th Street, New York 
City — Now. 

Tear Off and Mail At Once 


Tyrrell's Hygienic Institute, Inc. 

152 West 65th Street, Dept. 396 
New York, N. Y. 

Send me, without cost or obligation, your illus- 
trated booklet on intestinal ills and the proper 
use of the famous Internal Bath — “Why We 
Should Bathe Internally.” 

Name. . 

Street. . 

City State 
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star chess or checker player will find It full of endless puz- 
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ferent. So entertaining I Always something newl ONLY 
Get this fascinsting new pame today. If yoo sro 
not near a dealer send $1 direct to us. Money Cx 00 
refunded If you are not delighted. Write nowl w * mb 
B lock House, Inc. Dept. A422, 239 4th Avc., New York, N. T . 

PATENTS 

Time counts In applying for patents. Don’t 
risk delay in nrotecting your ideas. Send 
sketch or model for instructions or write for 
FREE book. "How to Obtain a Patent” and 
“Record of Invention” form. No charge for in- 
formation on how to proceed. Communica- 
tions strictly confidential. Prompt, careful, 
efficient service. Clarence A. O’Brien, Regis- 
tered Patent Attorney. J4JJ. fWurity Bank Budding. ( di- 
rectly acroaa atreel from Patent Office) Wa»t»in«u>n.I>. C. 


9A DAYS' 

OU TRIAL 

Mo Money Down— Mo Deposit— Mo C. O. D. 

Doctor’s Invention. No leg strap, elastic web or 
cruel spring. Improved soft velvet covered flat 
pad. Eliminates severe pressure. Does not plug 
or enlarge opening. Cannot shift. Thousands 
say no other truss so comfortable. Investigate. 
Costs nothing to try. Dr. Kaiser, 2906 Main 
Suite 106, Kansas City, Mo. 



. J pants. 100,000 pattern*. 

I Every pair hand tailored to your measure; C 
I “readymades.” Our match sent FREE tor yam 
I O. K. before pants are made. Fit guaranteed. 
Send piece of cloth or vest today. 

SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY 
i US so. Dearborn Street, Dept. 253 CtUcsae 



0 Pl*ORTUNITIES everywhere in large Hotels. Apartment Hotels, 
Restaurants. Schools, Colleges. Hospitals and Clubs for men to act 1 
as Hotel Detective, Assistant Manager, Manager, Steward, Chief Clerk, 
etc. Fine living, luxurious surroundings and unlimited opportunities. 

Previous Experience Unnecessary 

Without cost let us show you liow you can quickly qualify for one 
of these well-paid positions. Age no obstacle. A common school education 
is all you need with our Complete Course in hotel 
administration which covers every phase of the hotel 
business. 


If f Put You In Touch With Positions 

Our illustrated Free Book. “YOUR BIG OPPORTUNITY.” tells 
how we train you for a splendid position and explains how our 
* «' at ion -wide Employment Bureau puts you in touch with positions. 
Scud for it TODAY! 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Room CH-1S49, Washington. D. C. 

The Original and Only School of its Kind in the World 
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$1260 to $3400 Year 

PICK YOUR JOB 

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK 

Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year, 
being paid on the first and fifteenth of each 
month. $78.00 each pay day. Their pay is 
quickly increased, the maximum being $2,700 a 
year. $112.00 each pay day. 

CITY MAIL CARRIERS. POSTOFFICE CLERKS 
Clerks and carriers now commence at $1,700 a 
year and automatically increase $100 a year to 
$2,100 and $2,300. They also have 15 days paid 
vacation. government clerk 

(Open to men and women 18 or over) 
Salary $1,260— and $1,440 to $2,100 and $2,500 a 
year. Pleasant clerical work in the various gov- 
ernment departments at Washington, D. C., and 
throughout the country. 

GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 
Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and 
mail it today— now at once. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. 

Dept. J213, Rochester, N. Y. 

Rush to me. free of charge (1) a full description 
of the position checked below; (2) Free copy of 32* 
page book. "How to (Jet a I'. S. Government Job;" 
(3) A list of U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable: 


□ Railway Postal Clerk ($1900-$2700) 

□ Postoffice Clerk ($1700-$2300) 

□ City Mail Carrier ($1700-52100) 

□ Rural Mall Carrier ($2100-$3300) 

□ General Clerk (Census Clerk) ($1260-52500) 

□ Inspector of Customs ($2100 up) 


Name 

Address . 

Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. 


® 22 Cal. Blank 

Automatic 


You need do license or^ 

100 permit to own thin 6- 
r • bT. shot blank Automatic. 
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ORRECT 
your NOSE 


68,000 men and wo- 
men have used the 
AhJITA Nose Ad- 
juster to improve 
their appearance. 
Shapes flesh and 
cartilage of the nose 
— quickly, safely and 
painlessly, while you 
sleep or work. Your age 
doesn't matter. Resuits 
arc lasting. Doctors praise 
it. Small cost. Money-back 
guarantee. 

S.nd lor FREE BOOKLET 
"Tht No., .nd lls Sk.pt" 

ANITA INSTITUTE. 6S5 Anil. Bid,., N.o.rk, N. J. 



Y OUR money back if you 
can buy it In your store for 
less tnan $10, and you keep 
the watch for your troublel 
Solid gold effect case, guaranteed 
25 years. Richly engraved. Time- 
keeper dial. R. R. style. Hand- 
some! Accuracy guaranteed by 
100 year old Million Dollar Fine 
Watch Factory. 

SEND NO 

Pay 
on 

Your money back 
guaranteed and keep 
watch, tool That’s how sure 
I am that you’ll be delighted. 

Use postal and wear it ten 
days at my expense. 

GOODYEAR 

H-328 Newton. MASS 
Send W&teh, Knife and Chain. 
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I Risk Nothing. 


Name 


What Became of Eugene Bassett? 

( Continued from page 50) 


told him, “then I will not charge your 
mother with murder, but I’ll charge you 
with murder, and your fate will be for 
a jury to decide.” 

"I’ll tell you,” he said, “my mother has 
never done anything criminal except that 
which I caused her to do. She’s done 
anything she’s done solely on my account. 
If you charge her with murder. I’ll take 
the stand and clear her myself." 

I bargained with him. 

"With tile risk that a jury might not 
believe your testimony, I’ll give you this 
opportunity,” I said. “You lead me to 
that grave, and I will not charge your 
mother with murder." 

“All right, I’ll go out there with you," 
he said. 

B UT when I got up to cal! the deputies 
and start, lie quit cold. He feared 
the deputies already had overheard him. 
I took him to the door to show him. 
opened it, and there they were, listening. 
We looked toward the other door, a glass 
one, and the shadow of a deputy with an 
ear cocked appeared on the glass. Mayer 
grew cold. 

“Suppose I show you on the map,” he 
welched. 

He followed one road, then another, 
leading through Bothell to the eastward. 
His hand moved clear off the map to the 
east. He acted confused, hesitated. Twice 
he decided to go with me and twice we 
started for the door, only to flinch back 
when he saw the deputies. He insisted 
that he wasn’t sure of the road, but knew 
ii was east of Bothell. 

“You put me back on the machine,” he 
said suddenly. "The machine will tell.” 

We did. He was very calm, apparently 
willing to work with us for the moment. 
Again the "lie detector" registered in the 
vicinity of both cemeteries we had platted 
in Bothell. But he would not look at the 
maps of the cemeteries. 

At the next session we produced the plat 
of the Swedish Cemetery, but Mayer had 
had a day in which to think. He threw 
his head on the table, refused to look. 

The deputies then seized him by the 
shoulders, held his head up, even opened 
his eyes, but he inverted them downward 
so that he couldn’t see. We were forced 
to give up. He refused to answer, fought, 
and gave a positive reaction at the least 
mention of a grave-stone or slab. 

To the very last, that was his conduct, 
whenever we would show him the map of 
a cemetery. He would not look. 

When he pleaded exhaustion and delib- 
erately shook as though in a convulsion, 
we used the hypodermic needle he after- 
wards complained of in court, and on an- 
other such occasion, the anesthetic. 

The hypodermic contained nothing, and 
the mask was perfectly dry, with no anes- 
thetic whatever; but each quieted him as 
he would have been calmed by the narcotic 
he thought he was getting. 

Through the record on the graph of 
the “lie detector” we had narrowed the 
region in which Bassett's body must 
be buried down to an area of two square 
miles including both Bothell cemeteries, 
deep woods adjacent to one of them, and 
the little white house. 


And then, just as we were hoping for 
complete success, a judge of the Superior 
Court of King County, listened to the 
plea of an attorney for Mayer, and 
we were forced to stop using the “lie 
detector.” 

I firmly believe that if while looking at 
the map Mayer himself could tell when we 
hovered over the exact spot where the 
body of Bassett is buried, his reaction 
would have been so positive that we could 
have walked directly to our gruesome task, 
ami have solved the mystery of what hap- 
pened to James Eugene Bassett. 

I am convinced too, that the “lie detec- 
tor” told us how Bassett was killed and 
how the body was disposed of. 

The detector record is dual. It consists 
of a series of questions asked Mayer, to- 
gether with his answers thereto, and a 
tape record recording his heart action, 
blood pressure and respiration at the time 
he was asked each question and gave his 
answer. 

Here are some of the questions and 
answers : 

Q. Did you stab Bassett with a knife? 
A. No, sir. 

Q. Did you poison Bassett? A. No, sir. 

Q. Did you dope Bassett? A. No, sir. 

Q. Did you shoot Bassett? A. No, sir. 
(At this point the machine indicated the 
subject’s heart muscles contracted and he 
attempted to control his respiration more 
than he had been under the previous 
questions, and that his blood pressure 
went lip.) 

Q. Did you strangle Bassett? A. No. 
sir. 

Q. Did you destroy the body? A. No. 
sir. 

Q. Did you burn the body? A. No, sir. 

Q. Did you cut up the body? A. No, 
sir. 

Q. Did you destroy the remains with a 
chemical? A. No, sir. 

Q. Did you scatter the remains? A. 
No, sir. 

Q. Did you bury the body? A. No, sir. 
(At this point the machine indicated great 
emotion of the subject in various respects. 
His heart action altered. His blood pres- 
sure started to go up again, and his 
respiration was affected.) 

Q. Did you get rid of the remains near 
Clark's “Little Brown House?” A. No, 
sir. 

Q. Near “The Little White House” near 
Bothell? A. No, sir. (While intervening 
questions had shown little or no reaction 
by the subject, the tape here showed great 
agitation, as reflected in breathing, heart 
action, and blood pressure.) 

Q. Near one of those two houses in 
Cathcart? A. No, sir. 

Q. Did you drop the body in a well? 
A. No. sir. 

Q. Did you drop a concrete slab on top 
of the body? A. No, sir. (More agita- 
tion on the part of the subject was indi- 
cated by the machine.) 

The same heart and respiration reaction 
to the incriminating questions was given 
by Mayer not once, but dozens of times. 

Both myself and Keeler believe the 
above reactions to questions prove that 
Mayor shot Bassett ; that he shot him 
at “The Little White House" near Bothell ; 
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and that he buried his body under a con- 
crete slab, in the cemetery near Bothell. 

Leonarde Keeler describes the lie detec- 
tor as follows : 

“The ‘lie detector’ which we have been 
using in an effort to learn the truth about 
the murder of James Eugene Bassett from 
Decasto Karl Mayer is called in scientific 
terminology a pneumocardio-sphygmo- 
graph. 

"It is simply an instrument to record 
the respiration, pulse-beat and arterial 
blood pressure of a subject. 

“These three physical functions, which 
are reactions of certain stimuli, are re- 
corded in the form of pen and ink curves 
on a slowly moving strip of paper. 

"Every motion gives rise to a certain 
bodily response, and in the case of fear, 
anger, hate and various other emotions 
certain increases or decreases in pulse rate 
and blood pressure will inevitably follow. 

“A person who is accused of a crime, 
whether innocent or guilty, will show 
certain nervous responses continously 
throughout the record. And an innocent 
person may react slightly to certain ques- 
tions pertaining to the crime of which he 
is accused. 

"However, an innocent person will quiet 
down, becoming less emotionally excited 
as the test progresses, w'hereas, a guilty 
person will become more and more excited 
as the test progresses and as we touch 
upon certain vital points in his case.” 

T HUS ended one of the longest and 
strangest third degrees in the criminal 
history of the United States, but as this 
is written the search for the body of 
Bassett still goes on. 

Each day seemed to bring some new 
hope, and although Keeler and I person- 
ally investigated every inch of “The Little 
White House” we were unable to unearth 
a single substantial clew of murder. 

For days and days deputies searched 
through the two cemeteries in the vicinity 
of "The Little White House.” Every 
grave was superficially examined for 
marks of having been opened. 

It was a weird sight, particularly a trip 
to the Bothell cemetery at 3 o’clock in 
the morning. Flashlights threw the stone 
monuments in bold relief. Before the 
name of Ericksen, the searchers stopped. 
This lot seemed to be nearest the center of 
the reaction on the “lie detector” chart. 
The family consented to have the grave 
opened. James Eugene Bassett did not lie 
therein. 

It is my belief and that of Chief of 
Detectives Charles Tennant, and Sheriff 
Claude Bannick, that some time between 
noon on the fifth day of September, 1928, 
and midnight of that same day, the life 
of Bassett was cruelly snuffed out, after 
he had been rendered unconscious by drugs, 
or choked to death with the tongs found 
in the blue roadster. 

On the day that the judge was to pro- 
nounce sentence on Mayer there stood in 
the courtroom a federal operative from 
Butte, Montana, who said he had come all 
tiie way from the mining city to hear the 
judge speak the words which would put 
Mayer behind bars for life. "It will be 
a pleasant thing for me to hear that sen- 
tence,” said the operative, “for I have spent 
loo many years trying to recover automo- 
biles this man has stolen and searching for 
the bodies of missing people last seen iti 
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A dramatic story more thrilling than fiction 
because it is true . Now she reveals her 
amazing secret so that other women may 
end their money worries. Get cash pay for 
just saying 20 magic words to 10 ladies. 

No need to sell anything. 

Aa Related By MRS. W. L. EARL 
* IXTHAT will I over do?" she sighed. Alone, 

VV with 3 children to support, penniless, and he 
left no insurance! What a pitiful, hopeless situation 
for a young mother! "Oh, how dark those days, 
and but little sleep at night! I couldn't help lying 
awake at night wondering how I was going to earn 
a living for myself and three children." 

Then suddenly the shadow vanished. She read 
about the president of a million dollar institution 
in Ohio, Mr. Curtis W. Van De Mark, who has 
founded an unusual plan for helping worthy people. 

The vast business of this great institution, scattered 
all over America, requires so much attention that 
many people are necessary to look after it in full 
or spare time. Business experience is not essential — 
there is nothing to do but follow a simple, easy plan. 

"This man must be sincere," she said, "for lie 
doesn't ask me to risk a single penny buying any- 
thing." So she accepted this generous, unusual 
way out of her money troubles — and the 2 cents 
she invested in a stamp to write proved the start of 
her "fortune." Her money worries were over. Her 
family was safe. 

# * * 

This true story of Mrs. Earl is but an example of 
the many letters Mr. Van Dc Mark has received. 

Now "Van" has openings for more women and men 
and actually offers to pay them cash for just calling 
at homes and saying 20 magic words. You don’t 
need to sell anything to get this cash pay. I not 
only pay you actual cash if your first 10 calls do not 
get you big money, but I allow you to make 50% Address 
on every order my customers give you. So what is 
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sure of what you can do i will even pay you a cash 
j>cnalty if you don’t make big money from the very 
first day. To show that I do things in a generous 
way I will even send you $13 worth (retail value) 
of my products to start you. Don't send a cent for 
t his daring offer. Just rush application below. 
This cash nay offer will bring thousands of appli- 
cations. If you delay it may be too late. Tell 
me how much you want — $15 in a day for full 
time? $3 in an hour for spare time? I will gladly 
send you my written cash pay agreement, legal 
and binding upon me. Curtis W. Van De Mark, 
Dept. 2004-FF, Ninth and Sycamore Sts., Cincin- 
nati, Ohio. 


Curtis W. Van De Mark 

Dept. 2004-FF, Ninth and Sycamore Sta. 

Cincinnati, Ohio 

I hereby apply for the ni>cning In ray town to start on 
vour new cash jmy plan. Send your generous offer of 
$13 worth (retail value) of your goodt* to start me. 1 
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helpless, found relief. A 
man who was helpless, un- 
able to rise from his chair, 
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Every sufferer with a 
weakened or deformed spine 
owes it to hiinselrto 
investigate thoroughly. 

Price within reach of ail. 

Send For Our Free Book 
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formation at once. 

PHILO BURT MFG. CO. 

136-6 Odd FellowsTemple 
JAMESTOWN, N. Y. 



his company, to have any atom of sym- 
pathy for him." 

M RS. SMITH remains an enigma to 
myself and the detectives. At first 
it was doubted that she was Mayer’s 
mother, but Chief Tennant knows she was 
paired with Decasto Earl, when the lad 
was arrested in Seattle in 1915. He re- 
members how like a lioness she fought for 
him. It has been like that ever since — 
wherever the son, if he was her son, was 
in trouble, Mrs. Smith appeared on the 
scene to fight for him. 

Mary Ellen French showed up in Wash- 
ington in 1927 while Earl was still in the 
penitentiary. Through a matrimonial ad 
she took for a husband one W. E. Smith 
of Tacoma. In July, 1928, Mayer came 
to the home of his mother. Soon after 
the pair left the husband and Mrs. Smith 
asked for a divorce. I think it lucky for 
Smith that accident insurance was the only 
kind he could get. 

In a case of this kind, where it seems 
so plain that an unholy alliance of criminal 
minds exists, the thoughts of the investi- 
gator naturally run back to other famous 
criminals. 

Many people have mentioned to me that 
this woman resembles Belle Gunness, the 
arch-murderess. I wonder if it was ever 
definitely established that the bones found 


in the ruins of the Gunness home after it 
burned, were really those of Mrs. Gun- 
ness ? 

I wonder about this. 

Nothing is known of Mrs. Smith’s 
whereabouts and actions except for the 
last twenty years. She is a woman of 
mystery, more than sixty years of age 
and as mystery attends every action of 
herself and her son, so does the mystery 
of “What Became of James Eugene Bas- 
sett?” remain unanswered. 

Insofar as Mayer is concerned, unless 
he should manage to escape, his career of 
crime is ended, for on December 18th, 
1929, the Supreme Court of the State of 
Washington, confirmed his conviction and 
he is now confined for life. 

It is not likely that the tight, thin lips 
will ever speak the truth about what has 
happened to James Eugene Bassett. It is 
more than likely that when the tall, gaunt 
frame of Mayer is laid to rest in the 
prison cemetery he will take with him the 
only complete story of his criminal career 
— unless, Mrs. Mary Ellen Smith, who 
must now again stand trial for grand lar- 
ceny and probably for murder, sees fit to 
gain clemency for herself by revealing the 
location of Bassett’s body. 

The hand of Time runs on — it sets 
against a solution of the mystery — but I 
still have faith that “murder will out.” 
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The Stick-Up on the Chicago and 
Northwestern “Flyer” 

( Continued from page 55) 


Lieutenant Norton when he reached de- 
tective headquarters. 

“Captain Paasch of the Evanston force 
called,” announced the secretary to 
Captain of Detectives John Stege. 
“Wants you to call him soon as you 
come in. Says it's very important.” 

In a moment Lieutenant Norton had 
Evanston on the wire and the story that 
was related by Mr. Kloepfer was re-told. 
The men at Evanston were requested to 
bring the automatic pistol to the Detec- 
tive Bureau in the morning and the Lieu- 
tenant would look it over. Right now he 
was going home to get some sleep. 

E ARLY the following morning Lieu- 
tenant Norton was rapping vigorous- 
ly on the door marked Captain of Police, 
C. & N. IP. 

A terse greeting — then the investiga- 
tion into the killing of Russell Dickey 
was resumed. 

“As I said last night. Captain, this is 
an inside job,” the Lieutenant reiterated. 
“Someone knew about that one hundred 
thousand dollars and that someone 
wasn’t supposed to know. Obviously, it’s 
someone in the employ of the railroad. 
I’ll have to have your help, Captain, if 
we’re going to get anywhere.” 

“I’m ready for anything,” was Captain 
Healey’s answer. “I told the Chief Spe- 
cial Agent what you said last night. He 
says go ahead. The publicity won't do 
the railroad any good, but this is murder. 
What do you want first?” 

“Well,” responded Lieutenant Norton, 
“I think it would be wise if you’d check 
up on the crew of the Viking, both pres- 


ent and former. You might investigate 
every employe who knew anything about 
the shipment, too. While you’re doing 
that I’m going to trace this pistol by its 
number, 293126. It’s an importation from 
Germany and if it wasn’t smuggled in we 
might trail it to its owner — or should I 
say user? He might have stolen it from 
somebody else.” 

“It looks like the only chance,” com- 
mented Captain Healey, who seemed a 
little dejected. “I've never seen such a 
case as this : where a man boards a 
train, makes his way into the express car 
without anybody seeing him, shoots and 
kills the clerk, seizes the conductor when 
he comes forward, locks him in with the 
dead man. waits to pull the signal for 
the next stop and then jumps off only to 
be seen front the back as he disappears 
into the darkness. Deuced queer, I call 
it.” 

“Queer — but not impossible. Captain,” 
said Lieutenant Norton. “Few people ob- 
serve things like perhaps you or I or any 
other policeman. I've known some pris- 
oners to sit in a cell for two days and not 
remember when they got out whether they 
sat on a stool or a bench. This killer 
might have walked right through all the 
coaches filled with passengers and still 
not be seen. Anyway, I guess we’ll have 
to do without witnesses in this case. 
Well, I’ve got to be going. Let you know 
what’s up as soon as I hear from New 
York about this gun. S’long.” 

New York’s preeminence as a cen- 
ter of shipping trade and importa- 
tion renders more than often a great ad- 
vantage to any or all seeking informa- 
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Apparently not a pleasant anticipation, judging 
from appearances. This shows, left to right, 
Bernard Smith, Edward Smith! Ralph McKee and 
Bernhardt Mylin waiting for the verdict of the 
Coroner’s Jury investigating the death of Russell 
Dickey i 


tion about registered imports or exports. 
In fact, Lieutenant Norton concluded he 
had one chance out of two in which to 
trace the ownership of the Mauser pistol. 
If it was smuggled past Customs authori- 
ties, there would, of course, be no record 
of it, and consequently no possibility 
whatever of linking it to the murderer of 
Russell Dickey. If, on the other hand, it 
had been imported by the proper route, 
there would be a slight chance that it 
would be identified. 

As fortune would have it, through the 
gun's serial number the importer was 
found. A wholesale sports goods firm in 
New York, he learned, purchased it from 
the Mauser manufacturers in Germany. 
Records of the New York firm showed 
that the Mauser had again been sold — 
this time to N. Shure and Company, lo- 
cated in Chicago. The trail had come 
home and was getting warm. 

Captain Healey and Lieutenant Norton 
promptly visited the secretary of Shure 
and Company. Three weeks had elapsed, 
since the murder of Dickey on December 
30th. Such progress as was made was 
promising, theoretically. On the other 
hand, it was much of a gamble, for all 
now depended upon identification of the 
weapon. Failure would mean the dissi- 
pation of the only tangible clue and 
eventual collapse of the investigation. 

“We’re detectives," announced Lieu- 
tenant Norton, after introductions. "Some 
few days before December 30th you sold 
a German Mauser automatic pistol num- 
bered 293126. Will you look that sale 
up?" 

In a moment the clerk was reading 
from a penciled notation : 

"Sent C.O.D. to F. J. Kilmer, hardware, 
Oronto Falls, Wisconsin." 

Before the startled clerk could say 
more, the detectives had mumbled their 
thanks and were gone. 

Their sudden departure was mostly im- 
pulsive. Lieutenant Norton's cooler judg- 
ment overcame his excited optimism and 
in a moment lie was conversing again 
with the clerk. The interview proved to 
be important. The Lieutenant learned 
that two silver platters of Tiffany manu- 
facture were included in the package that 
contained the Mauser pistol. Having ob- 


tained a description of the platters, Lieu- 
tenant Norton and Captain Healey took 
their leave. 

Within an hour the following telegram 
was being sent over the Western Union 
wires to the police chief at Oronto Falls, 
Wisconsin : 

INQUIRE OF F. J. KILMER. HARD- 
WART DEALER IN YOUR TOWN, AS 
TO WHETHER TWO SILVER PLAT- 
TERS WERE RECEIVED FROM N. 
SHURE CO.. CHICAGO. IN DECEMBER. 
INFORMATION IMPORTANT TO MUR 
DER INVESTIGATION. PLEASE WIRE 
ANSWER IMMEDIATELY COLLECT. 

LIEUT. JOHN NORTON. 

CHICAGO DETECTIVE BUREAU. 

Captain Healey meanwhile was scan- 
ning the records and references of such 
of the express employes and train crews 
as would have or be in a position to have 
knowledge of the $100,000 shipment. Con- 
tinued examination of the employe’s 
records failed to yield anything upon 
which criminal suspicion could be based, 
and the Captain was about ready to dis- 
miss that angle of the investigation as 
worthless. Considering the list from the 
standpoint that veteran employes would 
less likely be involved in a crime of this 
kind, the Captain, on second thought, 
selected the names of two as worthy of 
research. One was a brakeman, living in 
Milwaukee, and the other was a clerk in 
the railroad office. He dispatched pic- 
tures of the two to Lieutenant Norton 
who in turn relayed them to the Bureau 
of Identification. 

Triumph or dismal failure now prom- 
ised to issue from either of these points 
of investigation. Two silver platters and 
two employes' records held for the mo- 
ment, it seemed, the true story of the 
murder of Russell Dickey. 

Four hours after sending the telegram 
to Wisconsin, Lieutenant Norton was 
handed the telegraphic reply : 

F. J. KILMER ORDERED FROM N. 
SHURE & CO.. TWO SILVER PLAT- 
TERS AND ONE .32 GERMAN MAU- 
SER PISTOL. HAS NOT RECEIVED 
ANY OF THESE ARTICLES YET. 



YOU CAN 

BE BEAUTIFUL/ 

I do two thins*. I correct ©very defect. I 
develop hidden beauty. My ntartlios results 
with more than 100,000 women prove that 
any one can bo siven beauty. No matter how 
hopeless, write me. My way of making woman 
Over completely is amazingly different. Thou- 
sands write me that results are almost beyond 
belief. Yet every Lucille Young beauty aid is scientific — known 
to act for all alike. That is why I can guarantee your abeoluto 
satisfaction. Not » peony to pay unless I givo results you 
say are marvelous. 

BE RID OF , AMAZINGLY QUICK 

WteLbMds / Nolong waiting. In a few days clear 
tWfU pJLT / your skin. End pimples, freckles, 

wSkllT* # blackheads, whiteheads, muddy skin, 

Muddv Skin / °'* y dry *hin, liver spots, rough- 
# »«*■* redness, sallow appearance. 

— I //on ieh wrinkles. Reduce fat l<v.. arms, 

ankles, your whole body. Or build 
scrawny figure to beauty. Grow eye- 
lashes, eyebrows, hair. Beautify come 
pletely. 

FREE TRIAL 

You can try all of my beauty aids or 
just the ones you need most — absolutely 
without riskino a penny. I wont you to 
make me prove that I can take any di-grco 
of homeliness and i mpart beauty instead. . . 
or take some prettiness and impart stunning 
Qood looks. I will aend you everything to try 
my beauty aids full two weeks. There are no 
conditions, strings, excuses. You are the sols 
judge. If not delighted, you just say so— and 
your word is final. 

And I Teach You Fascination 
Four physical beauty is not all. I five you. too, 
the innermost secrets of fascination. I disclose 
this priceless art in my sensational book “How 
to Fascinate Men." In an hour you will learn 
mar velous things you could not discover your- 
•elf in a lifetime. You will learn how the world's 
siren) make men their helpless slaves, learn to 
win love, to control men, to pick and choose at 
will. These secrets are free to every woman with 
her free trial of my beauty aids. Remember, you 
have everything to gain— absolutely nothing to 
3o TODAY— 

Send CouponF or Free Trial Offer 
LUCILLE YOUNG MIC. Labll. Y.iq BUf.. Ckiuj.lll 

Absolutely without obligation on my part, send your 
| wonderful FREE OFFER and Booklet. This coupon 
only tells you I am interested. It docs not commit me 
| In any way. 

I Name...... 

Street 

| City State 



'I 


No More Pimples | 
or Blackheads • 

An unsightly skin today can be so easily 
corrected that it is almost a crime to have 
one. Let us prove this to you by sending 
you at our risk Bcrnarr Macfadden's great 
new book, “Skin Troubles— Their Causes, 
Nature and Treatment.” 

This book will l»« sent to you C. O. D. $3.00, plus 
postage. If at the end of five days you are not en- 
tirely satisfied with this book, return it to us and 
your money will be refunded. Send your order 
to Desk TD-6 

MACFADDEN BOOK COMPANY, INC 

1926 Broadway New York City 



SIA’l’S TROUBLE ARE 

CATARRH! 

Catarrh is simply an inflamed condition of the 
mucous membrane lining the nose, throat, sinus 
cavities, and ear passages. 

Toget rid of Catarrh, reducethe inflammation. 
HALL'S Catarrh Medicine is doing this for 
thousands. Acting through the blood, HALL’S 
reaches the inflamed parts wherever located, 
carries away the poisons, restores to health. 
Start this proved 2-method treatment today! 

HALT'S 

CATARRH MEDICINE 

Successful for Over SO Years 
Combined treatment — Tonic and Ointment — at your 
Druggist's. If he hasn't It. aend 8.1 c to F. J. Cheney A 
Co.. Dept. 236, Toledo. O. ATru* Radio Log Book. Free. 



90 


True Detective Mysteries 



You Can Learn 


HYPNOTISM 

...or No Cost 

Try FREE 5 Days! 

D ON’T be unpopular, lonesome or unhappy a 
minute longer. Now you can make your life 
what you want it to be — now you can win admira- 
tion, success and popularity— through the strange 
power of Hypnotism. I’ll show you to use this 
great force to help you master most situations or 
The Pne Day Trial is FREE! 

In just a few hours I’ll teach you the hidden 
secrets of Hypnotism — the methods used by the 
great operators— the amazing things you can 
accomplish once you understand this mighty 
jw)wer. You can use it to overcome obstacles, 
achieve your ambitions and become MASTER of 
yourself. See for yourself how Hypnotism can 
>anish fear, worry and opposition — inyirove your 
memory — increase your earnings — and get the 
good things in life you deserve! 

In this startling NEW book. The Seine* of 
Hypnotism, the world famous hypnotist — Prof 
L. E. Young— reveals the most carefully guarded 
secrets of this fascinating subject. He not only 
explains the methods of noted hypnotists, step by 
fitep — but tells clearly all about the nine stages of 
Hypnot'sm. the Hypnotic Mirror. Mental Tele- 
pathy. how to select your subjects, methods of 
hypnotising, how to waken the subject, how to 
make money out of Hypnotism! 


Try 5 Days FREE — 
Send No Money 

So confident are we that 
Prof. Young and his great 
hook wi!l quickly teach you 
the science of Hypnotism that 
we will send you a copy with- 
out one cent in advance! 
Simply clip and mail the cou- 
pon below. When the book 
arrives pay the postman the 
special low price of $2.50 plus 
few cents j»ostage. Then test 
the powers of Hypnotism 5 
days! If not amazed and de- 
lighted return the book and 
money will be refunded at 
once! Mail the coupon now. 

FRANKLIN PUBLISHING CO. 

Dept. G-710 

RCO N. Clark St Chicago 


Mysteries of 
Hypnotism 
Revealed 

How to Hypnotize 
at a (Ilam-e 
Susceptible Sub 
jeets 

How to Hyx>notiz< 
by Telephone 
How to Give at 
Entertainment 
How to Make Oth 
cn Respect Yoi 
Overcoming Hat 
Habits 

How to do Dozen: 
of Hypnotic Peat 
Use of Ifypnotisn 
in < )|>e rations 



IT, 


Franklin Puhlishinft Co., Dept. G-710 
S00 N. Clark St., Chicago 

liras* Vftd rour rnwiini new hook — The Sriemee ./ Hpptuti.m 
■>y Prof. Yonnc When the book arrive* I'll pmy the po«tmr»n 
unit P.VI pl«» poetace. If I am not aattafied after 5 da>« trial. 
1 tnay return the tx»>k and >ou are to refund m» money. 


I I 

V— 


ti »«»« or. Him U1 vr mu vn'il rmim, —mi *nn ■ 

J coupon and well |,»\ deliver) rliarsee. Customer* outside t\ S. I 
I murt «en if raah with order. I 


WERE TO BE DELIVERED BY CHRIST- 
MAS. 

II. E. BAUMfiARTEN, 
CHIEF OK POLICE, 
ORONTO FALLS, WIS. 

“Good news,” announced Lieutenant 
Norton over the telephone to Captain 
Healey, “Kilmer in Wisconsin didn't get 
either the pistol or the platters. And 
come to think of it. Captain, they must 
have been shipped over the Chicago and 
Northwestern Railroad. Right now I'm 
going tip to the B. of I. and sec what 
they have to report on these two. We're 
getting warm. Good-bye.” 

T HE clerk in the Identification Bureau 
vowed that he could find nothing on 
the office employe. As for the brakeman, 
he informed Lieutenant Norton, there 
was information and plenty. He was one 
Edward J. Smith, having a police record 
for robbery. His Bertillon measurements, 
fingerprints and description were on file. 
Lieutenant Norton took them. 

Edward J. Smith was shown to be 
thirty-two years old. He was married 
and lived with his wife and three chil- 
dren at 7432 National Avenue, Milwau- 
kee, Wisconsin. He had only recently 
been employed by the Northwestern road. 

Lieutenant Norton, Captain Healey and 
two railroad inspectors, early the follow- 
ing day, took up the trail of the Mauser 
pistol which was now wxnding its way 
to Milwaukee. By noon they were in that 
city and the objective was the home of 
Edward Smith. 

When they called, a woman, apparently 
Mrs. Smith, came to the door. 

“Is Mr. Smith home?” asked Captain 
Healey. 

“My husband is working today,” she 
replied. 

“Well, Mrs. Smith,” said the Captain, 
“we’re business agents for the new Brake- 
man’s Union and we'd like to get your 
husband signed up.” 

“Come in won’t you?” the woman in- 
vited. “I won't promise anything but 
maybe Ed would like to hear about it.” 

“Thanks,” returned one of the “business 
agents." “We were under the impre ssion 
that your husband worked nights and we 
thought we'd find him home.” 

They were all seated in the modestly 
furnished parlor which the detectives 
closely scrutinized while they alternated 
in offering sound reasons why Mr. Smith 
should avail himself of membership in 
the Brakeman's Union. 

Lieutenant Norton singled out the buf- 
fet and eyed it closely. He judiciously 
selected a chair a little nearer to the china 
shelves. Saucers, dishes and service 
plates were ranged along the back of the 
buffet. The central figure of the design 
consisted of two silver flatters. The 
Lieutenant did not miss them. He leaned 
closer. 

“Some nice platters you have there, 
Mrs. Smith. They look like Peacock’s." 

“Oh, no,” corrected Mrs. Smith, “they’re 
Tiffany plates. My husband gave them 
to me for a Christmas present.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Lieutenant Norton, 
coughing in a nonchalant manner. He 
took one of the brightly-polished platters 
in his hands, turned it over slowly and read 
the engraved inscription: Tiffany. When 
he picked up the second, the woman 
twitched nervously, and was about to 
speak, but a common ominous look on 


the faces of her callers checked her. 

"Mrs. Smith,” began Lieutenant Norton 
with more seriousness in his tone, “we’re 
detectives. These gentlemen are detec- 
tives for the Northwestern Railroad and 
I am from the Chicago Police Depart- 
ment. These platters were taken out of 
an express car — stolen, in other words. 
Perhaps your husband can explain. Per- 
haps he can't. Your husband will be 
arrested in Chicago when he reports off 
duty.” 

Mrs. Smith, obviously innocent of any 
suspicion of her husband, became senii- 
hystcrical. After regaining her compos- 
ure, she was allowed to call a sister who 
would come to take charge of the chil- 
dren while she accompanied the detec- 
tives hack to Chicago. 

Agents of the railroad arrested Smith 
as he came out of the timekeeper's office 
that afternoon. Smith professed abysmal 
ignorance of the cause for his arrest, de- 
spite which he was conducted to the De- 
tective Bureau for questioning, pending 
the arrival of Captain Healey and Lieu- 
tenant Norton. 

L ATE that night the detccti ves and 
Mrs. Smith appeared at the Detective 
Bureau and went into an office where 
Smith was brought for questioning. The 
formalities of greeting of husband and 



Close-up of Mylin 


wife over, Mrs. Smith was conducted to 
another quarter of the building and Lieu- 
tenant Norton began to grill Smith. 
,J[KJ{Say,” he began, "I've seen your face 
ftrforc. Let me see — you were one of the 
witnesses on that train the night Dickey 
was killed. Right?” 

“Yes,” Smith admitted, “I was on my 
way to work. I was going to the yards.” 

“And you didn't see anything?” 

“Nothing unusual.” 

“Hear any shots?" 

“No.” 

“Didn’t sec anybody suspicious either?” 

“No.” 

“Didn't hear anything about the shoot- 
ing at all?” 

“Oh. yes. A passenger who was up at 
the front of the train when they opened 
the door later told me ahout it." 

“Wrapped up in these newspapers. 
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Smith, is a .32 caliber Mauser pistol and 
two silver platters.' Ever see them be- 
fore? Take a good look.” 

The man winced and only stared blank- 
ly at the objects laid before him. His 
cool demeanor was deserting him. His 
eyes became unsteady. Lieutenant Nor- 
ton aimed his finger at him and asked : 
“Did you shoot Dickey?” 

“No, no; my God, no!” Smith fairly 
shouted, squirming in his chair. He did 
not hold up his head for a moment. 

“Listen, Smith,” shot back the detec- 
tive, "come clean ! You stole these plat- 
ters and this gun that killed Dickey. You 
stole them out of the baggage car while 
you were braking for the Northwestern. 
Now give me the goods.” 

Smith seemed ready to give it. He 
hesitated, began to mumble and then an- 
nounced : 

"All right. Lieutenant. I'll tell every- 
thing I know. I swear I didn't kill 
Dickey, but I know who did. If I do ” 

“T DON’T have to make any bargains 
1 with you,” broke in Lieutenant Norton. 
“You have the right to be told that what 
you say now will be used against you 
later on. You haven't got me, Smith. I’ve 
got you.” 

“All right, all right, Lieutenant. I was 
in on it. I’ll tell anyway. The whole 
thing was bungled from start to finish 
and Mylin can take the consequences. 

I ” 

“What’s Mylin’s first name?” the Lieu- 
tenant interrupted again. “And give me 
his address.” 

“Bernhardt Mylin. He lives at two 
hundred and six Michigan Street, Mil- 
waukee.” 

“Mylin wasn't supposed to shoot the ex- 
press messenger right off the bat, was he? 
That’s where he bungled the job, eh?” 

“Yes, that's right,” confessed the pris- 
oner, not yet fully aware that he had 
given the detectives the information they 
wanted most. “I planned the job. I 
knew the one hundred thousand dollars 
was coming from St. Paul. There were 
four of us in on it. Bernard P. Smith, 
no relation of mine, was in on it too. 
Ben Smith is a detective right here at the 
Bureau.” 

The wide eyes of the detectives indi- 
cated that the last statement had taken 
them completely off their guard, but 
Smith was permitted to go on with his 
story. 

“The other one in on it,” Smith contin- 
ued, "was McKee. He’s a baggageman 
for the Northwestern. Lives in Milwau- 
kee, too. 

“Mylin came to me first and said Mc- 
Kee told him there was a lot of easy 
money to be had. Said that a lot of it 
was being shipped between Northwest 
cities and Chicago every month. Well, 
McKee gave me the tip on the gun and 
platters. He arranged it so I could get 
in the express car and lift them. He said 
he wouldn’t lift ’em because he would be 
suspected and probably searched right 
away. While I was taking the package, 
McKee was just outside the coach door, 
so that he had an alibi to correspond 
with the time the gun was taken. 

“Mylin was selected to do the job, Mc- 
Kee got the tip that a hundred grand was 
being transferred over the Viking De- 
cember 30th. On the night before the 
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T HE annual banquet of our Association — 
the biggest men in the industry present 
- and without a word of warning the Chair- 
man called on me to speak and my mind 
went blank! 

I half rose from my seat, 
bowed awkwardly and mum- 
bled, “I’m afraid you’ll have 
to excuse me today,” and 
dropped back in my chair. 

Speechless — when a few 
words would have made me! 

The opportunity I had been 
waiting for all my life — and 
I had thrown it away! If I 
could have made a simple 
little speech — giving my opin- 
ion of trade conditions in a 
concise, witty, interesting 
way, I know I would have 
been made for life! 

Always I had been a vic- 
tim of paralyzing stage fright. 

Because of my timidity, my 
diffidence, I was just a no- 
body with no knack of im- 
pressing others — of putting 
myself across. No matter 
how hard I worked it all 
went for nothing — I could 
never win the big positions, 
the important offices, simply because I was 
tongue-tied in public. 

And then like magic I discovered how to 
overcome my stage fright — and I was 
amazed to learn that I actually had a 
natural gift for public speaking. With the 
aid of a splendid new method I rapidly de- 
veloped this gift until in a ridiculously short 
time, I was able to face giant audiences — 
without a trace of stage fright. 

Today I am one of the biggest men in our 
industry. Scarcely a meeting or banquet is 
held without me being asked to speak. I 
am asked to conferences, luncheons and 
banquets as a popular after-dinner speaker. 
This amazing training has made me into a 
self-confident, aggressive talker — an easy, 
versatile conversationalist — almost over- 
night. 

• • • • 

No matter what work you are now doing 
or what may be your station in life: no 
matter how timid and self-conscious you 
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job we met in the depot, Myliu, McKee, 
Ren Smith and myself, and talked it over. 
Because he was handling the gun, My tin 
bossed the plans. He said he would 
board the Viking in Highland Park, stick 
up the express messenger and get the 
dough and then hop off at Evanston. 
Smith was to meet him with the Willys- 
Knight at the Davis Street Station. Then 
they were going to bring the dough to 
my place and we were to split it four 
ways. 

“I was supposed to help Mylin off at 
Evanston. Well, some time after we left 
Highland Park, I just caught a glimpse 
of Mylin as he was coming out of the 
express coach. All he had in his hand 
was the gun. Although I was one coach 
up ahead, I could tell it was him. Right 
away I knew something went wrong. ‘In 
that case,’ I said to myself, ‘it’s every 
man on his own.’ I thought at first I 
would hop off at Winnetka, but I finally 
decided to stick where I was and act as 
though I didn't know anything." 

“The last I saw of Mylin was when lie 
got off the train at Winnetka. I don't 
think lie saw me at all. I rode on and 
got off in the depot in Chicago. That 


hand, extradition proceedings would mean 
disclosure of the evidence to the defense 
and this the detectives wanted to avoid. 

To get around this, a special agent of 
the railroad was assigned to trail Mylin 
in Milwaukee and wait for or create an 
opportunity to get Mylin across the state 
line voluntarily. 

By' tactful questioning of several of 
Mylin’s friends who loafed about a Mil- 
waukee cigar store, the agent learned 
that Mylin had been in an automobile ac- 
cident in Waukegan, Illinois, several 
days before. Upon this information was 
based the ruse for ushering the fugitive 
into the state that wanted him for mur- 
der. 

According to the scheme, Mylin would 
he served with a subpoena to testify in a 
civil suit growing out of the automobile 
accident. Thus, he would logically have 
nothing to fear as far as self-incrimi- 
nation was concerned and there would be 
no coercion. It did not matter that the 
whole scheme was technically illegal. 
The happy thought was that Mylin 
wouldn't know this. 

Accordingly, a bailiff the next day ap- 
peared at Mylin’s home, summoned the 



The line-up at the inquest proceedings: (1) B. Smith, (2) Edward Smith, (3) R. McKee 

and (4) B. Mylin 


was when I talked to you. Then I read 
in the morning papers that Dickey, the 
messenger, was killed." 

L ieutenant Norton informed 

the confessor that inasmuch as the 
Illinois criminal code holds an acces- 
sory to murder, either before or after the 
fact, equally' guilty with the murderer. 
Smith and the other three would be 
charged with first degree murder which 
would mean death by hanging or life im- 
prisonment, upon conviction. 

Edward Smith was then delivered into 
the hands of the lock-up keeper who was 
admonished not to permit anyone to visit 
nr talk with the prisoner. 

Bernard Smith, the accused policeman, 
was next sought out. On reporting for 
duty at midnight. Smith was taken into 
custody and held incommunicado in the 
same cell he had put many another. His 
-tar was taken from him and a report of 
the case submitted to the Chief of Police. 

While awaiting a decision from the head 
of the department, Lieutenant Norton con- 
ferred with the railroad inspectors to plan 
for the arrest of Mylin. According to 
state law, Mylin could not be arrested in 
Wisconsin :m-l transported to Illinois to 
answer to a criminal charge. On the other 


latter to the door and read the “subpoena.” 
Unfortunately for Mylin. he consented to 
go along, whereupon they set out in the 
bailiff's car. 

The rear wheels of the machine in 
which they were riding had hardly passed 
over the legal state line when a police 
car drew up alongside and forced them 
to halt. Mylin was too surprised to 
move and was handcuffed to a deputy 
sheriff before lie could collect his senses. 

Events subsequent to Mylin's arrest 
were singularly undramatic. If he was 
the man who murderously shot Russell 
Dickey in the baggage coach, his conduct 
under these circumstances betrayed the 
man lie thought he was. He was totally' 
cowed : he whimpered and ridiculously 
denied one moment what he thought he 
could explain away the next. He lost no 
time in fixing the entire blame for the 
crime on the two Smiths and McKee. 
When this failed to impress his hearers 
he began to hint that the dead baggage 
clerk was in on the deal and that he had 
tried to double-cross “his pals,” and had 
paid for it at the hands of Mylin, the 
Mylin down whose cheeks now were 
coursing the tears of fear and remorse. 

Mylin and the two Smiths were lodged 
in the Lake County Jail pending grand 


jury action by the State's Attorney. Only 
McKee remained to be caught. 

The sequel to Mylin’s strange accounts 
of the crime which he recited originally 
was his final and complete confession. 
In it he blamed Edward Smith for con- 
ceiving the crime and planning it, which 
did not seem unreasonable in view of the 
fact that Smith, rather than Mylin, was 
in a position to know of the $100,000 ship- 
ment. Mylin’s story of the shooting was 
simple and straightforward : 

“As I came into the express car," he 
said, “I told Dickey' first to hold up his 
hands, which he did. Then I told him to 
get down on his knees and crawl over 
to the locker in the far corner. Instead 
of doing that he tried to draw his gun, 
lunging at me at the same time. I fired 
three shots at him and he fell face down- 
ward. He said nothing. 

“I started to search his clothes for the 
keys to the safe, but quit after a few* 
minutes. I decided not to stay any lon- 
ger. Then I heard the Conductor’s voice. 
When Conductor Dilzer started to come 
into the express car, I grabbed him, 
pushed him in and slammed the door 
which I locked. 1 pulled the cord for the 
engineer to stop on signal at Winnetka. I 
jumped off there and took a cab to Evans- 
ton." 

Mylin’s confession was being read to 
the Lake County' Grand Jury when spe- 
cial agents of the railroad finally caught 
up with McKee whom they arrested in 
Milwaukee. McKee denied ever having 
talked to Mylin or the Smiths but he was 
booked as an accessory to the murder 
nevertheless. 

Not the least affected by the crime was 
the father of Bernard Smith, also a po- 
liceman of high standing in the Chicago 
Police Department. 

All four defendants went to trial, 
March 16th, before Judge Claire C. Ed- 
wards and were vigorously prosecuted by 
Colonel A. V. Smith, State's Attorney. 
Despite his confession, Mylin had entered 
a plea of not guilty and the other three 
had done the same. 

On the stand Edward Smith repudiated 
his confession and charged that it was 
obtained by third degree methods. The 
defense also endeavored to show that 
Russell Dickey had helped to plan the 
hold-up, but nothing more than the ques- 
tionable word of the defendants could be 
produced. 

After being importuned to “hang them 
or free them" the jury retired April 4th 
to determine the fate of the defendants. 

The upshot was a hopeless deadlock 
and on the following day the jury was 
discharged and a new trial set. 

The jury in the second trial convicted 
Bernhardt Mylin and Edward Smith and 
sentenced them from one to twenty-five 
years in the State Penitentiary. Ber- 
nard Smith a id McKee were acquitted. 

This last ac'ion on the part of the jury 
was not surprising because, although the 
finger of circumstantial evidence pointed to 
their aiding in the robbery plans, no definite 
proof of their participation in the robbery 
was ever made. 

During his incarceration in the County 
Jail Mylin almost went insane. Often in 
the night he was sure he could see the 
ghost of Russell Dickey beating at his 
cell bars. 
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Stalking Honolulu's 
Mad Kidnapper! 

( Continued from page 37) 

halves of a king of clubs and a half of the 
king of hearts were other clues discovered 
here. 

The discovery of the poetry with the 
body narrowed the field of search. The 
murderer must have been a person of 
some education and literary taste. 

Since "Macbeth” was one of the re- 
quired senior subjects of Hawaiian high 
schools, attention was turned to McKin- 
ley High School, a school of more than 
2,000 enrollment which included children 
of at least eight races, and the only public 
high school in the city. Detectives held a 
meeting of the faculty and questioned the 
teachers closely about the seniors of the 
past few years. Information gained from 
this source led nowhere. 

News of the discovery of the body 
spread with unbelievable rapidity and 
thousands of the morbidly curious reached 
the scene of the crime before the coroner 
arrived to arrange for the moving of the 
body. Public indignation was aroused to 
the highest pitch remembered in the Terri- 
tory. Thousands of enraged citizens milled 
about the police station, compelling the 
police to use strong-arm methods. Real- 
izing the seriousness of the situation, the 
authorities decided to remove Harry Kai- 
san to Oahu Penitentiary for safe keeping. 

Hawaii may well be thankful for its in- 
herent respect for law and order for, on 
that day, a young man later proved to be 
innocent, might have been lynched. 

A FUND of more than $27,000 was 
raised in the next few days as a re- 
ward for the capture of the murderer or 
murderers. A. Vigilance Committee was 
formed by a number of leading citizens, 
ostensibly, "to assist the sheriff.” Efforts 
were redoubled to trace the fiend or fiends. 
The serial numbers of all the bills paid to 
the Oriental youth by Mr. Jamieson were 
now published in the newspapers so that a 
careful watch could be kept all over the 
Territory for their appearance. It was 
by this method that the first clue to the 
murderer’s identity was obtained. 

On September 21st, funeral rites were 
held for little Gill Jamieson. Among the 
cards detached from floral pieces was 
found one signed “The Three Kings.” 
Public sentiment had reached the danger 
point with the finding of the body, but 
this act of cruel mockery so inflamed the 
people that the city was in a near frenzy. 

If the fiend, or fiends, obtained their pe- 
culiar form of pleasure from seeing the 
"community all agog,” they were more 
than amply rewarded now. 

Hitherto peaceful Honolulu was under- 
going a reign of terror. Parents, fearful 
that the murderers might snatch their 
child next, lived in fear and horror and 
either kept their children with them or 
placed them under lock and key. The 
ordinarily sober-minded seemed to be los- 
ing their heads and there was much talk 
of lynching. Everyone had reason to fear 
an outbreak of mob violence. Vigilance 
was increased, wherever possible, to pre- 
vent the murderers from escaping from 
the island. No ship was allowed to de- 
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part until thoroughly inspected. Editorials 
in the local papers warned the people 
against mob violence. Out in Oahu Peni- 
tentiary meanwhile, Harry Kaisan stead- 
fastly maintained his innocence. 

Suddenly, in the midst of this turmoil 
and panic the marked five dollar bills be- 
gan to make their appearance in various 
parts of the city. A Japanese woman who 
owned a little flower shop on Nuuanu 
Street reported possession of one of the 
bills. It was from her shop that the 
"Three Kings” had sent the flowers to 
Gill's funeral. The Moses Office Equip- 
ment Company of Honolulu reported hav- 
ing taken one in for the sale of a blue 
fountain pen to a Japanese youth, the de- 
scription of whom tallied with that of the 
kidnapper. A storekeeper in Kaimuki, a 
district of Honolulu, reported having re- 
ceived one of them. In both the latter 
cases the customer had departed before 
the serial number could be checked. It 
was encouraging to note that the "Three 
Kings” were leaving a trail behind them 
of recognizable currency. 

O N the afternoon of September 21st, the 
station master for the Oahu Rail & 
Land Company at Waialua, a small town 
about thirty-five miles from Honolulu, dis- 
covered that he was in possession of one 
of the bills of the ransom money. He re- 
membered having received it from a Japa- 
nese youth who had purchased a ticket to 
Honolulu for the afternoon train. 

The following morning word was sent 
from Waialua to Inspector of Detectives, 
John McIntosh, of the Honolulu Police 
Department, that a Japanese youth, an- 
swering to the description of the kidnapper 
of Gill Jamieson, had purchased a ticket at 
Waialua and had paid for it with one ol 
the marked five dollar bills. Detective 
McIntosh then dispatched Detective John 
Troche to Waialua. The police were now 
working on solid ground and the mystery 
surrounding the identity of the “Three 
Kings” began to unravel. 

Upon arriving in Waialua. Troche 
started to work in earnest. He learned 
that the Japanese youth who had pur- 
chased the ticket to Honolulu had also 
visited Yamada’s store, and had been 
waited on by a girl who was acquainted 
with him. From this Japanese girl, the 
first real identity of the "Three Kings” 
was learned. She told Detective Troche 
that the boy's name was Myles Fukunaga 
and gave him the address of the boy’s 
parents in Honolulu. She also told the 
detective how Fukunaga had done some 
copying from a book while eating food he 
had bought. The copying was done, she 
said, with a blue fountain pen. As blue 
was the color of the fountain pen pur- 
chased from the Moses Office Equipment 
Company and paid for with ransom 
money, Troche felt confident that he was 
finally on the right trail. He also learned 
that Fukunaga had graduated from the 
Waialua Grammar School in 1925, and 
knew many people there. 

Returning to the city. Detective Troche 
reported his findings to McIntosh, who, in 
company with other detectives, went to the 
home of Fukunaga's parents on Nonpareil 
Lane, just off Reretania Street. Here 
Inspector McIntosh learned that the boy 
had not been home for several days, but 
that his parents expected him home that 
night. 


Search of the boy’s room revealed the 
conclusive bit of evidence needed to con- 
nect him with the murder. This evidence 
was a map of the Seaside Hotel grounds 
at Waikiki, with a cross marking the spot 
where the body of Gill Jamieson had 
been found and the words inscribed, 
“Refuge of victim.” 

McIntosh then left Detectives Troche 
and St. John at the house to guard against 
the murderer’s return. At the house at 
this time were United States Marshal 
Oscar Cox. Private Detectives Alfred S. 
Luke and Ned Chillingwcrth ; L. Yisser, 
conductor of the train on which Fukunaga 
had returned to Honolulu and Mr. Saito, 
proprietor of the Seaview Inn at Waialua, 
one of the places called at by Fukunaga on 
the day before. These last two men, in 
company with Marshal Cox, had spent the 
day trying to run the murderer to earth. 
Cox had received his tip early that morn- 
ing as he was coming through Waialua ami 
had enlisted the aid of the other two men. 
Ned Chillingworth had receive' 1 a tip that 
had put him on the right trail. 

W ORD was soon bruited about the 
neighborhood that detectives were 
making a search of the Fukunaga home 
and a crowd began to gather. 

Detective St. John was certain that the 
murderer would not return to his home 
after seeing the crowd, so he decided on a 
move that was destined to bring great 
credit to him. He prevailed upon the par- 
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Newspaper photo broadcast at the time 
the hunt was on for the mysterious kid- 
napper, showing the boy victim and giving 
his description 


ents of young Fukunaga to allow their 
twelve-year-old daughter, Haruyo, to ac- 
company him on a ride around town. 

Not having a car, he told Chillingworth 
of his plan, and together they went in 
Chillingworth's machine. They were ac- 
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companied by Alfred S. Luke and his op- 
erative, Harry Fukumoto. After visiting 
the Central and Nuuanu Y. M. C. A. 
Buildings, and the public library, common 
haunts of her brother, the murderer’s little 
sister directed them to the theaters, which 
were just then discharging their matinee 
crowds. They had driven by most of 
these without any success when little 
Haruyo suddenly spied her brother leaning 
against a telephone pole near the inter- 
section of Fort and Beretania Streets, one 
of the busiest corners in the city. He was 
reading a newspaper and probably at that 
moment was studying the process of the 
island-wide man-hunt that he had caused, 
little dreaming that it would now be ter- 
minated in a matter of seconds. 

Driving on for a few feet, Detectives 
St. John and Chillingworth left the car 
and approached the boy. They grabbed 
him, one on either side, but were met with 
no opposition. The prisoner admitted at 
once that his name was Fukunaga, and 
even before his arrival at the police sta- 
tion, where he was taken immediately, ad- 
mitted that he had committed the crime 
alone, and that he was the “Three Kings.’’ 

As' the detectives’ car swung into Mer- 
chant Street, in front of the police sta- 
tion, an angry mob rushed to the auto- 
mobile with cries of "Get him, lie’s the 
guy.” Detective St. John called to other 
officers to hold back the mob. The mur- 
derer seemed unmoved by this demonstra- 
tion and was heard to remark, “Let them 
get me, I don’t care. I’m ready to pay 
the penalty.” 

Instead of the vicious-looking, thick- 
fingered strangler the police had expected 
to capture, the Self-confessed murderer 
was a delicate, round-faced, dreamy look- 
ing youth, who stood but five feet two 
inches in height and weighed but one 
hundred and ten pounds. His hands were 
delicate and slender, more like a girl’s than 
those of the brutal fiend he was. Except 
for his coloring and hair, his features were 
almost Caucasian. 

Upon questioning Fukunaga, St. John 
learned of a room in the Serene Rooming 
House on Nuuanu near Kukui Street. He 
obtained the key to this room and went 
there immediately. There he found all 
but $60 of the $4,000 ransom money in 
an old valise, and several scraps of paper 
which, when pieced together, proved to 
be a “scenario,” an early draft of the 
ransom letter, and a “Schedule of Under- 
taking.” A calendar hanging on the wall 
of his room had the 25th day of Septem- 
ber marked with crosses. This was the 
day mentioned in the second letter as the 
day on which the “Three Kings” would 
surrender themselves. Among his effects 
was found a photograph of himself on 
the back of which, in his own handwriting, 
was the following: 

and silently, skipping 

I shall go, 

Without a footprint 
Thro’ the snow 

This was written in longhand and signed, 
Myles Yutaka Fukunaga, his full name. 
Whether the poetry was of his own com- 
position, or copied, was not determined. 

I N the meantime, some 20,000 people had 
gathered in front of, and in the streets 
leading to the police station. Excitement 
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CEND me your name and I’ll show you a new. pleasant way to cash 
^ in on the huge National Demand for Soft Drinks. Men and 
women everywhere are making $8 to $15 in a day — $1 to $2 an hour 
in spare time — just taking care of orders for my delicious new bev- 
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to taste, and get delicious, refreshing Soft Drinks in a jiffy. Lemon- 
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big repeat business and extra profits. 
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or special training to make money with these sen- 
sational Concentrated Drinks. You can carry a 
sample right in your pocket. Just show to house- 
wives and take their orders. They must buy from 
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neod to make big money. So don't delay. Every' day you 
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Become a Gown Designer-Creator 

Earn $35.00 to $100.00 A Week 

Write today sure for free 32 page Gown book; with 
sample lessons and full particulars. 

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 

Dept. J626. Rochester. N. Y. 



Sometimes it is the faint, pleasing: odor of a deli- 
cate perfume that attracts — especially if that 
perfume adds charm to the uBer. 

Is In a class all by Itself. It Is a new crea- 
tion from the secret formula of a cele- 
brated French Perfumer. You may try it 
and convince yourself of its merit by 
simply sending 10 cents to cover tho cost 
of post&go and packing of a generous 
sample. Send today. Love Charm Co., 
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15 to 20 orders in a noon 
hour is easy at all fac- 
tories, garages and con- 
struction jobs. No season 
or style changes, Longwear 
salesmen make money all 
year ’round. Write for 
self-sellingfreeoutfitNOW. 

Dept. T.6 

LONGWEAR TROUSERS, 489 Broome St„N.Y. 


GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 


Wm. J. Brandt’s 
Liquid 


EAU DENNA “ 


( formerly Eau de Henna) 

will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know It ever 
was gray. It is liquid. One application with a toothbrush does it. No 
pack. No mess. 

You get a natural color. No one will suspect your hair has been dyed. 

Leaves it soft and lustrous — no dead color — no streaks — no spots — -just a 
uniform color. 

ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON 

It will not tub off.. It stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, 
sun. permanent waving, curling or straightening iron- nothing takes it off. 

You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or how caused. It also 
takes at the roots. 

Wonderful For Touching Up 

You can put it on just where needed. Can be used over other dyes or 
where powdered hennas have been used. Does not break the hair. 

Does Not Interfere With Permanent Waving 

Full directions in each box in English and Spanish. Colors: Black. Dark Brown, Medium Brown. l ight 
Brown, Drab Blond. Auburn (in ordering please state color desired). Price $2.50. C.O.D. $2.77. Order 
through y-our d.-mirtnicru Btore^ clruucist or Beauty Parlor or from us. Give full local address. 

HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. 772-F, 112 East 23rd St., New York 

Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 







96 


True Detective Mysteries 



ran high and there was great danger that 
the mob might reach the breaking point at 
any minute. The National Guard was 
called out. and while awaiting their arrival. 
City and County Attorney, Charles Davis, 
and Sheriff Patrick Gleason, made short 
speeches to the crowds, pleading with them 
to disperse and to allow the law to take 
its course. The arrival of three com- 
panies of militia with bared bayonets 
brought the first relief to the tired and 
worn police officials. 

The crowds were then forced back and 
the streets were roped off. The militia 
maintained guard along these barriers 
throughout the night. Two engines, a 
hose wagon and thirty men was the con- 
tribution of the fire department. Hoses 
were led out and connected in readiness 
to assist in maintaining law and order. 


J UDGK HEEN’S statement was inter- 
rupted by the arrival of Frederick 
\V. Jamieson, Gill's father. Softly, 
the Judge slid one arm over the father's 
shoulders. 

"The boy was dead,” he said, “at 11:15 
o’clock that morning.” 

Tears welled to the father’s eyes. He 
tried to speak, but shook his head in token 
of his inability, turned and walked silently 
away. 

For a moment the Judge looked straight 
at the desk in front of him. 

"Phew-w-w !’’ he said, and resumed his 
dictation. 

“I got my idea of the Punahou school 
grounds and the location of the elementary 
school from reading the school editions of 
the Honolulu newspapers. 

“The letter to Mr. Jamieson, I wrote in 
my room at the Serene the night before 
the kidnapping. That was Monday night. 

Tuesday morning I hired an automobile 
at the Iroha taxi stand. There I thought 
I was not known. 

“In my pockets I carried a pair of 
smoked glasses and some candy for the 
boy. I did not wear the glasses while we 
were riding to Punahou. 

“The week before I had ordered a white 
coat made from a tailor at the corner of 
Nuuanu and Pauahi Streets. He had cut 
it, just like I tell him, It looked like hospi- 
tal coat. 

“Luck was with me all the time. At the 
school, the children were coming out for 
recess. Everything go perfect. 

“I told the teacher. Miss Winne, Mrs. 
Jamieson have automobile accident. She 
was 'slightly injured,’ I said, just like the 
papers print. • 

“There was no trouble. We got away 
smooth, smooth. 

“That boy, he wouldn’t eat the candy I 
bring, so I talk to him. According the 
newspaper account. I didn’t talk that boy 
much. Whereas the truth is I talk that 
boy all the time, pretty much. 

“From Punahou, we drive straight to 
Royal Hawaiian grounds. At the first 
walk, we get out. 

“Before that time, after I leave the 
hospital, I worked at Seaside Hotel, pan- 
try boy. So I know that country well, all 
the surrounding, what you call vicinage.” 

J UDGE HEEN dropped his dictation to 
let fall a marginal note, so to speak, on 
the confession. 

Among the papers found among Fuk- 
nnaga's effects was a map of the Sea- 
side grounds, showing the location of the 
servants’ quarters, the cottages and the 
thicket at the rear. 

"He had made up his mir said the 
Judge, “to do murder when he drew that 
map. Underneath a mark corresponding to 
the spot where the body was found he 
had written : 

“Refuge of victim.” 

“As soon as we got out of the car, I paid 
the chauffeur. I gave the chauffeur two 
dollars and he gave me back fifty cents 
change. It was all the money I had. 

“We crossed Kalakaua Avenue, then 
crossed Seaside grounds and entered the 
thicket at the rear. 

“The boy grew frightened and began to 
scream. I threw him down and held him 
face to the ground with my left arm while 
I struck him four, five times on the head 
with a blunt instrument like a chisel. 


Surely she was the loveliest girl he had 
ever met. Then as he started to lilt his 
hat — he remembered! His smile seemed 
frozen. 

He was afraid to take off his hat 1 He 
remembered with many little stabs of pain, 
the startling insufficiency of his hair. He 
remembered that he was on the verge of 
baldness. He remembered the taunts he 
had suffered in the past. His hatlcss 
spectre had loomed up between them and 
no ghost was ever so displeasing. 

It makes no difference how many dif- 
ferent kinds of tonics you apply to your 
scalp — it matters not how much money 
you spend in barber shops. Everything 
is useless unless the simple laws of nature 
are followed. Just as it is true that the 
organs of the body will not function 
properly without a supply of rich, red 
blood coursing through them, so it is also 
true that the hair will not be healthy, can- 
not be luxuriant and abundant — unless 
there is a proper blood supply at its roots. 

Bernarr Macfadden’s Amazing Discovery 

Bernarr MacfacMen. threatened with baldness, 
ff*cnt months in the scientific stud v of hair. The 
successful methods and discoveries which he applied, 
were incorporated into his great hook, "Hair 
Culture.” In this he discusses not only the causes 
and treatments for falling hair and baldness, hut 
also you find out exactly what your hair is — how 
it grows, why it dies, and falls out, why it loses 
its color, why it l»ecomes brittle — the causes of 
dandruff, too oily or too dry hair. Mr. Macfadden 
then tells you how to overcome all these troubles, 
without any tonics or apparatus. He shows you 
how, by following his natural methods, you can 
make your hair grow thicker, stronger, more 
beautiful than perhaps you have dared to hope. 

Send No Money 

You need not send a single penny now. Merely 
mail the coupon, and the hook Hair Culture will 
l** sent to you by return mail. When the f»ook 
arrives deposit only $2.00 plus delivery charges, 
with the postman. Then examine it for five 
days. Find out exactly what causes dandruff, w-hat 
makes your hair lose its color, what makes it fall 
out. T*hen see how quickly Mr. Macfadden’s 
simple methods can remedy your trouble, at no 
cost, and in only a few minutes each day. If 
you are not absolutely satisfied that you will get 
all the results you hope for, return the book and 
your money will be refunded at once. At any 
rate you take no risk, you have nothing what- 
ever to lose, so send the coupon now. 


MACFADDEN BOOK CO., Inc. 

Macfadden Building 6 

Desk T.D.-6, 1926 Broadway, New York 

Please send me hjr mail Bernarr Macfadden'* new 
hook Hair Culture explaining hi* *imjdc methods 
for naturally preserving and beautifying the hair. 
When the book arrives I will deposit $2.00. plus 
delivery charge*, with the postman. It is under- 
Mood that it for any reason I return the hook 
within five days after its receipt my money will be 
refunded. 


Print Name and Address 


Street 


City State 

Canadian and foreign orders cash in advance. 


T HE following interesting account of 
Fukunaga’s full confession as dictated 
by Judge William H. Heen and written 
by Thornton Hardy, Honolulu newspaper- 
man, which appeared iir the Honolulu 
Advertiser follows: 

“I am not crazy, in any sense of the 
word. I know the difference between right 
and wrong. 

“Since early boyhood, I have been a 
great reader of books and magazines. I 
studied with interest the Loeb-Lcopold 
and the Hickman kidnapping and murder 
cases. It was from the Loeb-Leopold case 
that I got the idea of demanding ten 
thousand dollars. 

"My motive was revenge, impersonal 
revenge against the Hawaiian Trust Com- 
pany, and desire to send back my poor 
parents to Japan. 

“They rented an apartment in Bcretania 
Street from the Heen Estate. The Hawai- 
ian Trust Company was agent for the es- 
tate and collected the rents. 

"My parents were poor. They could not 
meet the rent. My mother bad to put off 
the collector. Early this year they were 
evicted. 

“My thought was to avenge that shame. 
First I thought to kill John R. Galt, Presi- 
dent of the company. 

“But I knew Mr. Galt, and I did not 
want to kill anybody I knew. As an eleva- 
tor boy. orderly and clerk at Queen’s Hos- 
pital, I had met Mr. Galt. 

“So I put aside my thought of him and 
looked in the directory for some other 
officer of the company. Mr. Jamieson, I 
found, was a Vice-President. He would 
do for what I wanted. 

“This idea of avenging my parent’s 
shame I formed last March. Since then 
until this month I have been turning it 
over in my mind. 

“When I decided to act on it, I knew I 
must learn more of the Jamiesons’ family 
habits. I did not know the Jamiesons. I 
did not know how they lived or how many 
of them there were. 

“To get my information, I called Mrs. 
Jamieson by telephone. I called from a 
Japanese restaurant where I knew English 
was not understood. I would be speak- 
ing English. They could not understand 
me. 

“‘Hello, Mrs. Jamieson,’ I say, ‘I’m 
Board of Health Inspector. We want cor- 
rect statistics you give us. We think got 
wrong.’ 

“Mrs. Jamieson say one hoy, ten years 
old. Name, George Gill Jamieson.” 
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“It surprised me that the blows did not 
seem to quiet him and 1 drew a napkin 
from my pocket. That napkin I had from 
the time when I was pantry boy at the 
Seaside Hotel. With that napkin I 
strangled the boy. . . . 

“When he was quiet, I looked at my 
wrist watch. At that time, it was 11:15 
o’clock, no other. 

“I looked at my clothes. My coat, my 
trouser, they were rumpled and bloody. 

“But luck was with me, all that day. 
Inside the bloody coat, my shirt was 
clean. 

“The coat I got rid of underneath an 
empty cottage near the refuge of the vic- 
tim. Then I entered that house and sat 
down to think with myself. 

“Those trousers I had were dirty, bloody, 
crumpled. That would not do. I must 
change them. 

“Only way to do was steal trousers some 
person not looking. So I enter servants’ 
quarters behind Seaside Hotel. 

“Luck was with me that day. Nobody 
was looking. I steal trousers and make 
quick change. Then I take Kalakaua 
Avenue Street car. 

“At my room in the Serene, I get my 
letter to Mr. Jamieson, the same I write 
the night before. Next I telephone Mr. 
JamieSon from nearby store at his office 
in Hawaiian Trust Company. 

“T HID not want to talk with him. I 

A want know is he there. When he an- 
swer, ‘Jamieson talking,’ I say : ‘Beg par- 
don, mistake. I thought Hawaiian Con- 
struction Company number.’ 

“So next I went Japanese Y. M. C. A., 
Nuuanu Street. There I telephone mes- 
senger boy come Y. M. C. A. He want 
thirty-five cents, I have no change. So we 
go Chinese store across street and there I 
buy package gum. 

“Between that time and night time, I in- 
spect the capitol grounds. At first I think 
that good place. Then I see National 
Guard drilling and decide no good. 

“When night time come, I telephone Mr. 
Jamieson from public booth, in front 
Hawaiian Trust Company. We make ap- 
pointment at Thomas Square. I tell him 
drive around and round, lights on, lights 
off, ten second each time and stop in 
center. 

"By in center I mean under the banyan 
tree. But he misunderstand. He drive 


round and round, just like I say, lights on, 
lights off, ten seconds each time, but he 
stop center of King Street side. 

“Too many people there, too many ma- 
chines pass. I’m afraid. When he stop, I 
wave my hand. I try signal him. Appar- 
ently he could not read my signal, or. so 
I interpret his actions. 

“Bimeby he stop right in front of 
Academy of Arts. Then I put handker- 
chief over my face and draw near. 


ARE you prepared?’ I say. 

"He say ‘Yes, I am prepare.’ 

“So then I think fast. I did not know 
that country, but then I think McKinley 
Lane. Quiet there. No people, or not much 
people, and plenty bushes. 

“In my hand I carry hammer for de- 
fend myself. I have no other weapon, but 
I keep one hand my back pocket, pretend 
gun. Bluffem. 

“When I tell him stop, he ask where's 
boy. I tell him right nearby in bushes. 
First he count the money, then we bring 
boy. 

“At that time, he shout for help. Scare 
me plenty. Boy was dead, I have no 
gun. 

"I tell him shut up and count money or 
he never see his boy. So he take off his 
hat and count money, just like I say.” 

“How much money did Mr. Jamieson 
have with him?” Judge Heen was asked. 

“Ten thousand dollars in currency,” said 
the Judge. “He'll tell about it if you lis- 
ten. Have patience.” 

The dictation was resumed. 

“It was dark. I could not see the money. 
I did not know if he was counting fifty 
dollar bills, or ten or five, like I said. 

“When the hat was nearly full, I thought 
that must be all. I was terribly excited. I 
told him wait, we would bring the boy, and 
I jumped out. Into the bushes. 

“I did not know that country. I scram- 
bled through the bushes in the dark, best 
way I could and came out as happens. 

“On Keauntoku Street near the Purity 
Inn, I got taxi car, telling driver go by 
way corner of Nuuanu and Kttkui Streets, 
nearby my room at the Serene, where I 
live. 

“I have no small change. So I give him 
one those five dollar bills. I suspeck they 
take number those bills, but I have no 
choice. I am force. 

“My strong impulse was run not wait. 



Another view of crowd of the curious near the spot where Gill Jamieson's body was found 



World War Flyer 
Will Train You 

Major Rockwell is a 
famous World War fiv- 
er. decorated with the 
Legion of Honor and 
the War Cross He is 
now teaching Aviation 
and will train you as 
only a veteran war fiv- 
er can. With Rockwell 
1 raining, your future 
in Aviation is assured. 


In 12 weeks and with- 
out previous experi- 
ence or education, 
you can master every - 
principle of Ground 
Training which is 
necessary before you 
are ready to take your 
place in any branch of 
Aviation. My Home 
Study Course is the 
easiest, quickest and 
least expensive way for 
you to get into Aviation. 


I’ll Train You Until You have 
an Aviation Job paying 
$300 to $400 


You don’t need a high school or college edu- 
cation to know anything about airplanes, motors 
or mechanics. My home course is thorougl 
and complete. # Everything is so clearly ex- 

E lained, that in a few short months you will 
e aide to grasp every fundamental principle of 
Aviation ground work and you will lie well on the 
road to qualify for any important aviation job 
paying $300 to $400 a month. My Home Study 
Course will give you all the knowledge necessary to 
pass the government's written examination for me- 
chanics' or pilots* licenses. 


I’ll Help You Get Your Job 

Learn at home in your spare hours. In 12 short 
weeks you can lie ready to take your flying instruc- 
tions at greatly reduced rates at any airport near 
your home, or rijjht here in Dayton. Or you can 
step into any aviation ground job with my help, 
r.xperience or advanced education not necessary. 
Aviation— the fastest growing industry is calling you! 
You risk nothing. If you 
are not satisfied after 
completing my course I’ll 
refund your tuition. Take 
the first step by mailing 
row»on N°W for my big 
I RbE Book and Tuition 
offer. State age. 

Major R. L Rockwell 
The Dayton School 
of Aviation 
Desk E-5 

Dayton Ohio 


ail Coupon for Free Book 


Major R. L. Rockwell, 

Dayton School of Aviation, 

Desk E-5, Dayton, Ohio 

Dear Major: Please send me your FREE 
BOOK, also your special tuition offer. It is 
understood I am not obligated. 

Name 


Address 


Town State Age 
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^>m?ortablenealthjj Feet? 

Pediforme Shoes conform to the natural 
shape of the normal foot; at the same 
time permit the abnormal foot to be fitted 
and give free action of every bone and 
muscle. They allow perfect circulation, 
correct joint articulation and develop 
the sustaining muscles to highest stand- 
ards of efficiency. 4,000 physicians and 
surgeons helped to make it the perfect 
health shoe. 

The Pediforme Shoe Company 

36 West 36th Street, 29 Washington Place, 

New York East Orange, N. J. 

322 Livingston Street, 2474 Morris Avenue, 

Brooklyn Bronx 

275 North Avenue, New Rochelle 

Write for FREE Book 
TODAY! 

This 48 -page book shows how to 
be comfortable and train your 
feet to do their work uncom- 
plainingly. Full instructions 
on proper care and exercises for 
the feet. Also illustrates l’EOl- 
FORME shoes for men, u'omen 
and children for every purpose. 

Ask for Hook T. 



Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary. , 

I Particulars FREE. Write Dept. D. 

S AMERICAN DETECTIVE SYSTEM ' 

2190 Broadway New York 


! Name . . 
| Address 
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Bow III Legs 


THIS GARTER (Pat'd) 

Make, Trausar, Hang Straight 
IF LEGS BEND IN OR OUT 

Free Booklet — Plain Sealed Envelope 

The T. CARTER CO. 

Dept. D. South Bend, Ind. 


A FAMOUS ASTROLOGER 

Makes a remarkable offer 

Ramah, the famous 
Astrologer, has recently 
arrived . from Paris 
where his studio had 
become the mecca for 
lovers of occult Science. 

Were you born 
under a Lucky 
Star? 

Will your future be 
happy ? Prosi)erous, 
fortunate? Do you 
know what your star 
of destiny decrees for 
you and those born 
under your particular 
sign in Love, marriage 
or business? 

I have made astrology my life's work and offer a 
most interesting astrological interpretation of the 
Zodiac sign under which you were born. To in- 
troduce my work to America, I will send you an 
interesting informative reading for only 25 cents. 

Send exact name, address and date of birth and 
year and receive your astrological interpretation in 
plain sealed envelope postpaid. A great surprise 
awaits you. Enclose 25 cents to cover cost of 
this notice and mailing. Address me personally. 

RAMAH - 154 E ** t,2, ' ,St - 



Suite 103 


New York City. 


I have so much money I think what’s use 
waiting your change? Lousy three dollar. 
But something tell me more better wait, 
and so I wait, take my change. 

“In my room, I count that money first 
time. When I count only iour thou- 
sands dollars, I am thunder-struck, amaze. 

"Surely, I think, I must drop that money 
while I brushing through those bushes in 
that country I do not know. I must have 
lost ’em. 

“That night I couldn’t sleep. All night I 
didn’t sleep. Next day I buy new clothes — 
socks, trousers, shirt, ten dollars worth 
from Kopp Brothers. And I paid with 
<*hose five dollar bills. 

“Wednesday night, in my room at the 
Serene. I wrote my letter To Whom It 
May Concern. The next morning, 1 mail? 
it in the postoffice. 

“I am not afraid. From the first I have 
been willing give myself up, just like I 
write. I am willing to pay the penalty, 
mount up the scaffold of sin, just like I 
write. 

"No, I am not crazy. I know the differ- 
ence between right and wrong. I am not 
afraid.” 

T HE murderer was given a speedy trial. 

Defense lawyers were appointed by the 
Court, as his people were unable to afford 
this expense. He was found sane, con- 
victed of murder in the first degree, and 
sentenced to die. 

Friends of the boy obtained a Japanese 
lawyer who appealed the case on the 
grounds that Fukunaga had not had a fair 
trial. The Supreme Court of the Terri- 
tory upheld the verdict of the lower court. 
The case was again appealed and went to 
the Ninth Circuit Court in California, 
which upheld the verdict originally given. 
The case then went to the Supreme Court 
of the United States, which refused to 
review it. More than a year had elapsed 
since the crime was committed. 

A petition signed by a thousand Japanese 
women was sent to His Excellency, Law- 
rence P. Judd, Governor of Hawaii, re- 
questing him to show leniency towards 
Fukunaga’s “indiscreet action,” as they 
termed it, and to commute his sentence to 
life imprisonment. 

The governor did not change the sen- 
tence, so on the morning of November 
19th, 1929, this Japanese youth, who had 
seen his case fought through three courts, 
and who had lost hope only when the 
Supreme Court of the United States had 
refused to review his case, mounted the 
scaffold to pay his debt to society. Thus 
ended Hawaii’s “Hickman case.” 

I N a letter addressed to the young people 
of Honolulu, through the Reverend T. 
Komuro, written a few weeks before his 
death, Fukunaga blamed, in part, the 
movies, too much reading of cheap fiction, 
and his envy of the rich for the attitude of 
mind that led him into crime. 

Fukunaga. though born a Buddhist, as 
most of the Japanese in Hawaii are, ac- 
cepted the Catholic faith with fervor after 
he was sentenced. Father Bruno, the prison 
chaplain, gave him the final rites of the 
church on the morning of the execution. 
After he was pronounced dead, his body 
was given to his parents who held funeral 
services for him according to the Buddhist 
rites. Fukunaga’s body, clothed in a white 
kimona, Buddhist style, but with a rosary 


on his bosom, was covered with flowers, 
as his funeral cortege of over fifty cars 
slowly wended its way to the Japanese 
Buddhist cemetery. 

A few days later his parents collected 
his $1,000 life insurance policy, the premi- 
ums of which had been kept up by the 
friends of the murderer. 

The $27,000 reward for his capture had 
been paid out long before. A committee 
was appointed to consider the claims, 
which were numerous, that came in for 
parts of it. This committee placed a 
valuation upon the services of each in- 
dividual who played a part, or contributed 
towards the capture, and the reward 
money was divided accordingly. 

(Jih)tti: In connection with the forego- 
ing story, the following, from Mr. Roy 
M. Friscn of Honolulu, is added in the be- 
lief that it will be of interest to our 
readers. Ed.) 

M yles yutaka fukunaga, at 

the age of twenty years, died the 
most ignoble death allotted to man — on the 
scaffold — at twelve minutes past eight on 
the morning of Tuesday, November 19th, 
1929, in expiation for the crime of kid- 
napping and murdering ten-year-old 
George Gill Jamieson, on September 18th, 
1928. 

While in the prison, the youth expressed 
complete penitence for his act, deplored 
the terrible sorrow and suffering he had 
caused his aged parents and other members 
of his family, and embraced the Christian 
religion, although he had been brought up 
in the Buddhist faith. 

In discussing his crime and punishment 
with the Reverend T. Komuro, Pastor of 
the Harris Memorial Japanese Methodist 
Episcopal Church, of Honolulu, who first 
gave him spiritual advice and comfort in 
his cell. Fukunaga declared himself as 
alone, personally, to blame for this horri- 
ble act. He made no effort at self excuse. 

On October 10th, 1929, forty days before 
he went to his death, young Fukunaga dic- 
tated a remarkable statement or message 
to the Reverend Komuro. The statement, 
however, was not received by the minister 
until after the youth had been hanged. 

This statement of the self-confessed 
murderer follows; 

LET YOUR LIGHT SHINE. 

In the course of one's life a great 
awakening dawns suddenly, that 
makes the individual look above 
spellbound. It may be an awaken- 
ing to a success, to a love and to a 
soul. Mine is the latter, an awaken- 
ing of my stagnant soul. And this 
has come about when in my lonely 
prison cell I lived with my thoughts 
alone. Hadn't it been too late? 

My experience, they say with bent 
heads, is another “ tragedy of youth." 
They blame the modern youth and 
wonder what is to happen next. 
How can they stop this rising revolt 
of youth? They cannot control it 
unless you, the younger generation, 
do your part and cooperate with the 
elders. And remember this, if the 
worse comes, you alone arc at fault, 
just like / alone was blamed for my 
revolt and folly. 
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They placed before my eyes a 
block of marble, a whole set of tools 
and a book of helpful hints and di- 
rections on how to sculpture the real 
likeness of myself out of that clean, 
spotless block of marble. How did 
I proceed ? What did I do? What 
was the result? My hands carved 
out a rough form of my figure. I 
followed the directions and my work 
zvas good so far. But the tedious 
labor began to tell on me; the tools 
were becoming dull. I lost courage 
and weakened. IT hat’s the use, I 
said, and gave up. The result? 
Angry and discontented, I poured 
forth my wrath and with one last 
struggle, I knocked the half-formed 
figure to the ground and there it lay 
m scattered pieces. 

Then the realization! As the figure 
of marble crumbled to the ground, 
so my body crumbled to ruin. After 
the deed, a neiv soul awakened in me 
and finally came to regret the mis- 
take I made. Why did I not have a 
little more patience in my task? A 
little more courage and with that 
angered strength that knocked the 
figure dozen combined, I would have 
finished the zvork perfectly, in time. 
I had been fortunate. They gave me 
materials, tools and directions. I had 
cve-y chance of making good. It 
zvas left for me to do the rest. Why 
didn't I ask for help or a zvord of en- 
couragement from those about me? 

Therein you find a weak, discon- 
tented zvorker zvho brought about his 
oxen dozen fall. Arc you going to be 
like him? No, not on your life! 
Learn his mistakes and profit there- 
by. Blame not they that gave him 
every opportunity and guidance, but 
blame him alone. 

Life indeed has many disappoint- 
ments and trials, and it is hard to 
measure one against the other, for 
they all hurt so much and so variedly. 
But yet that is the trial that sepa- 
rates the strong from the weak. 
Sometimes it makes the former weak 
and the latter strong. It all depends 
on the individual and his zeill pozver. 
It is zecll for you to accept this search- 
ing trial as a test of your endurance. 
Conquer each one and the stronger 
your zvill pozver becomes. The after- 
math of good zvorks of a hard, long 
trial, over-ridden, leaves you in a 
state that makes you feel like. moving 
a mountain single-handed. 

What agencies made me fall at 
each trial and zvhat zveakened my zvill 
pozver? First, there zvas too much 
reading of fiction which made me 
wish to have a. life like its characters 
and then leading me to dislike my 
ozvn life. I should have read it for 
entertainment and perhaps learning a 
lesson only. It zvas the same case 
with the movies. They are zvhole- 
some — if one takes them in the right 
spirit. 


Next is envy. I envied the rich 
and zvell-off people. It poisons your 
mind just as cheap magazines from 
the nezes stands do. There is the 
harm of zvanting things you cannot 
get instead of being content with 
zvhat you have. What can be worse 
than self-pity, pitying yourself? That 
alone is a crime. What did I get by 
thinking only of myself and not of 
others? I got death! Their welfare 
is just as important as mine, I found 
out later. You must give a thought 
to your neighbors also , and consider 
them as yourself. 

I find that all these tend to bring 
about sin — pride, envy, covetousness, 
lust and anger. It is best for you to 
avoid them. 

My soul is out to God nozv. I have 
placed my faith in Him through the 
teachings of Jesus Christ. Yester- 
day I zvas zvithout any one religion, 
but today I am anszvering His call. 

I hear Jesus saying.” I am the way, 
the truth, and the life.” And what 
comforts I have in these zvords — 
“I am the resurrection and the 
life; he that believeth in Me, 
though he die, yet shall he live; 
and whosoever liveth and believ- 
eth in Me shall never die." 

Fukunaga’s last words, uttered a few 
minutes before he stepped on the fatal 
scaffold, were addressed to a Catholic 
priest : “Please give we your blessing. 
Father." With these words on his lips, 
the boy entered Eternity. 



Myles Yutaka Fukunaga, hanged at Hono- 
lulu, Nov. 19, 1929 for the kidnapping and 
murder of George Gill Jamieson, a banker’s 
10-year-old son, photographed at Honolulu 
Police Headquarters Sept. 22, 1928, four 
days after the kidnapping and a few hours 
following his capture. 
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Crimson Night 

( Continued from page 29) 


and heard,” Green informed him. “And 
that isn’t very much. No one's come out 
to tell us what’s going on inside. We got 
Goodwin out of the tower, but we had to 
drill through the steel bars of that wicket 
in the south wall to get to him. We car- 
ried him down a narrow passage-way lead- 
ing from the tower to the street. He’s hit 
bad. Goodwin says he drilled a convict 
before he was shot. They fired together — 
Goodwin and the ‘con.’ We don’t know 
who he is.” 

‘‘How about the guards inside?” the 
Warden asked anxiously. 

“Oh, yes. I guess they’re prisoners — fif- 
teen of them. At least they haven't come 
out and we haven't seen any of them — none 
except Joe Schillo. Someone saw Schillo 
standing at a window in Cell House 3. 
We’re pretty sure there's another wounded 
man inside besides the ‘con’. And we know 
they’ve got one rifle and we think they’ve 
got several gats — how many we don’t 
know. The man Goodwin dropped in front 
of the mess hall had a rifle.” 

“That’s cither the rifle from the crow’s 
nest or one that’s been smuggled in,” the 
Warden said. “And if it's the crow’s nest 
rifle it means Erwin’s been shot.” 

“Well, maybe,” Green agreed, reluctant 
to admit what he felt must be a tact. “We 
saw two men lugged into Cell House 3. 
That was just before the fire started. 
Guards, or convicts dressed in uniforms, 
carried them in.” 

“What about the revolt leaders — who are 
they?” Crawford asked. 

Green shrugged his shoulders, and said 
he didn’t know, adding : 

“Daniels and Pardue w'ould be in a mess 
like this.” 

Warden Crawford nodded affirmatively, 
and started to ask another question. A 
shout from a corridor of the Administra- 
tion Building just outside his office stopped 
him. 

“Someone’s coming out of Cell House 
3,” a guard exclaimed. “Coming across 
the yard through the smoke. He’s got his 
hands up. Must be a messenger.” 

C RAWFORD hurried to a window over- 
looking the prison yard. Someone 
was approaching, but whether convict or 
guard he could not tell. He watched the 
man advancing slowly through the smoke. 
Ten feet away from the window where 
the Warden stood, the man stopped. 
Crawford recognized "Slippery” Dell Han- 
lon, a stick-up, sent up from Denver for 
life. 

“What’s on your mind, Dell?” Craw- 
ford asked. 

“I’ve been sent out with a message, and 
there’s a rifle trained on my hack right 
now. I’m not a party to this, Warden.” 

“All right, let’s have the message ; 
what’s wanted?” 

“I’m instructed to tell you, sir. the lead- 
ers want two automobiles put at West Gate 
for their use at sundown. They must be 
good machines, and their tanks must be 
full of gasoline. And they want a guar- 
antee that the men who get into the ma- 
chines will not be molested.” 

“And if I refuse?” the Warden asked, 
noting it was 3 :30 P. M. 


“The guards who are prisoners will he 
killed one at a time and their bodies sent 
out to West Gate.” 

“Come clean, now, Dell, and tell me. 
Who sent this message?” 

“Warden, I’d like to tell you that, but I 
can’t. I’ve got to go back with your an- 
swer. If they suspect that I told any- 
thing they’ll kill me. And Warden, if I 
don’t go back with an answer they won’t 
wait until sundown to kill the captive 
guards. So you see I can’t answer your 
question.” 

"How many guns have they got?” 

* Crawford asked, deciding not to press the 
convict further. 

“I don’t know exactly. The men who 
sent me out have a revolver each ; and 
they’ve got the rifle. You know about 
that, don’t you?” 

“What rifle?” 

“The one from the crow’s nest.. They got 
that when they killed Erwin ; shot him as 
he came down the ladder. Joe Schillo saw 
Erwin lying at the foot of the ladder.” 

“Where’s his body?” and when Hanlon 
said he didn’t know, Warden Crawford 
asked : 

“Who’s the wounded man?” 

“I didn’t see him, and they’re not tell- 
ing me much. They figure I’m a friend of 
yours. But I heard the wounded man 
groaning in Cell House 3. They’ve got him 
in a bunk.” 

Crawford was silent as he seemed to he 
preparing a reply to send back to the con- 
vict leaders. Presently, he spoke. 

"Well, Dell, go back aiul tell them I 
cannot compromise with criminals.'’ 

“But they’ll kill the guards,” Hanlon 
warned. 

The Warden gritted his teeth and 
turned away, indicating the interview was 
at an end and that his decision had been 
made. 

Hanlon walked back through the smoke 
to Cell House 3. He disappeared through 
the door. 

In a few minutes a shot echoed through 
the prison enclosure. 

Warden Crawford, on his way back to 
his office, stopped when he heard it. 

“Hanlon or 1” he gasped, and before 

he finished his speculation on the meaning 
of the shot another crashed. 

T HE message convict Hanlon had 
brought out of Cell House 3 was dis- 
turbing. Speculating on the import of the 
shots he had heard as Hanlon passed into 
Cell House 3, Warden Crawford sank 
down in his swivel chair to try to formu- 
late a plan of campaign. How far would 
the convict revolters go? Would they 
make good their threat to kill the fifteen 
guards if their demand for automobiles in 
which to escape was not met? Had they 
already started on their slaughter and did 
the shots that echoed through the prison 
enclosure after Hanlon had gone back with 
the Warden’s message mean that other 
guards had been slain? These questions 
coursed through the Warden’s mind and 
as he tried to find the answers for them 
his office filled up with men willing and 
anxious to assist him in solving his prob- 
lem. 
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Among them was Father Patrick O’Neil, 
a monk from the Benedictine Abbey — the 
prison Chaplain. 

Two problems confronted the Warden, 
lie must deal with the convicts — suppress 
their rebellion. And he must fight the fire 
which was reducing the mess hall and 
chapel to a pile of smouldering embers, and 
spreading rapidly to Cell Houses 1 and 2. 
The Warden reasoned that the tasks must 
be performed simultaneously. One crew to 
fight the convicts while another fought the 
flames. As matters stood at the moment 
it was extremely dangerous to send un- 
armed men into the prison enclosure with 
fire lines. They would be shot down. The 
fire evidently was a part of the convict 
revolt plot, and the desperate men in- 
trenched in Cell House 3, armed and ap- 
parently prepared to withstand a long 
siege, would not permit it to be extin- 
guished without making it costly. The 
Warden reasoned it would mean more 
lives, and so when the fire companies from 
Puehlo reported for duty. Warden Craw- 
ford directed them to stand by and wait. 
Meanwhile, the fire would have to burn re- 
gardless of consequences. 

W ITH his advisors, Warden Crawford 
concentrated on a plan of attack 
against the convict stronghold. Various 
projects were suggested and as quickly 
rejected. Possible effectiveness of a con- 
certed attack by an armed force converg- 
ing on Cell House 3 from West Gate was 
discussed. Chief Lou Schcrf of the State 
Police volunteered to lead an attacking 
party. But the possibilities for slaughter 
were too overwhelming. 

“If we only knew their strength in 
weapons,” Warden Crawford sighed. 

Practical advice was given to the con- 
ference by an old time campaigner after 
Captain Keith, commanding officer of the 
Battery B set his plane down al the Cation 
City airport and hurried by automobile to 
the Warden’s office. He suggested a triple 
plan of action — an attack from the air, a 
bombardment of Cell House 3 with tear 
bombs and a barrage of lead laid down 
from machine guns mounted on the west 
wall. 

“Good suggestions,” agreed the War- 
den, “but with their elements of danger. 
Dropping bomhs from a plane on Cell 
House 3 unquestionably would be effective ; 
too effective, in fact. It would defeat our 
purpose. Bombs are no respecters of in- 
dividuals. They would kill guards as well 
as convicts and rcvolters. We can’t have 
a slaughter of convicts, many of whom arc, 
like Hanlon, out of sympathy with this 
mutiny, but compelled by circumstances to 
remain in Cell House 3 and appear to give 
their sanction to this thing. Further, the 
clouds of smoke rising from the burning 
buildings would make a campaign from 
the clouds extremely hazardous for a flyer. 
And, besides, we haven’t any bomhs. 

“Tear bombs would be effective if we 
could get near enough to the cell house to 
get them inside, but to do that we would 
have to face fire from an unknown number 
of - guns. That would mean more lives. 
But we might mount the machine guns on 
the west wall and rake the corridors of 
the cell house. Locked in the cells, the 
guards would lie out of range, but the bul- 
lets might find marks in the worthless car- 
casses of the ringleaders. A steady stream 
of lead from machine guns might break the 


morale of the revolters. We’ll try it.” 

As the Warden finished, the trucks bear- 
ing the guardsmen of Battery B rumbled 
over the cobblestones outside his office, 
and Captain Kief hurried from the confer- 
ence room with Chief Scherf and gave or- 
ders for mounting the machine guns. 

“Tear out that west wall with a charge 
of dynamite,” someone remaining in the 
conference room suggested. 

“A great idea,” Warden Crawford 
agreed, “but who’ll carry in the dynamite. 
It will take a hundred pounds to tear out 
that wall. Who’ll cross the fifty yards of 
no man's land between West Gate and Cell 
House 3 with one hundred pounds of dy- 
namite in his arms? No, men, it can't be 
done. A fall, a carefully aimed convict 
bullet, the slightest friction might set the 
dynamite off. And then ” The War- 

den covered his eyes as if to shut out a 
ghastly sight. 

“Terrible! Horrible! A man blown to 
bits,” the Warden exclaimed, and dis- 
missed the idea. 

His advisors were silent, and after a few 
minutes someone of the group disputed the 
Warden. 

“Not so terrible. Gene,” a voice said ; 
“not so horrible for a man prepared to 
meet his God; a man without a family. I'll 
take it in, and God grant that I may suc- 
ceed. If I don’t — may a merciful Saviour 
have mercy on me.” 

T HE speaker rose. 

Warden Crawford recognized the 
voice the minute the man spoke, but he 
could not believe his cars. And then in an 
instant he knew his gravest fears were 
confirmed. There before him were the 
moving lips, the smiling, good matured 
Irish face, the Roman collar showing white 
around the speaker’s neck. 

Father Patrick O’Neil it was who vol- 
unteered to carry the dynamite into the 
prison yard and plant it beneath the sturdy 
stone wall of Cell House 3. 

“Father Pat ; you can’t do that !” the 
Warden exclaimed in horror. 

“And why not ; I'm able bodied. The 
weight of it would lie nothing. And the 
bullets — I won’t be touched. I’m single, 
and the only man qualified for the mis- 
sion ; I’ll go.” 

The door of the Warden’s office swung 
open, and a guard rushed in. He was ex- 
cited, out of breath. 

“Someone else coming out," he stuttered. 
Again Warden Crawford hurried to the 
window from which he had watched Han- 
lon advance from Cell House 3. The sun 
was gradually slipping down behind the 
hills, and he was conscious that it would 
soon be sundown — the hour of the threat- 
ened slaughter of fourteen guards remain- 
ing in the convict's clutches. He saw a 
man stumbling through the smoke clouds, 
and lie noted Cell Houses 1 and 2 now 
were burning. The flames were already 
consuming the roofs. 

“Joe Schillo,” the Warden exclaimed as 
he recognized the advancing figure. “Now 
we’ll get some real information.” 

Guards opened a double set of barred 
doors to admit Schillo to the Administra- 
tion Building, and he hurried into the 
Warden’s office. As he closed the door 
two shots sounded in the direction of Cell 
House 3. 

“God," he groaned, “he did it. There’s 
two more dead — Old Jack Eeles, the hang- 
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man, and Bob Wiggins.” 

“What do you mean, Schillo; explain 
yourself,” the Warden demanded, and the 
liberated guard proceeded with his story : 

"They told me if I didn't come back 
with an answer they’d kill Eeles and Wig- 
gins. They saw me come inside and they 
figured I wouldn't come back. Warden, 
there's four dead men in there now ; they 
want those autos.” 

"Four dead?” the Warden questioned. 

“Yes, four; Eeles and Wiggins, if they 
just killed them, and Erwin and R. P. 
Brown. He shot Brown after Hanlon 
came back with your answer of ‘no com- 
promise.’ Maybe you heard the shot. He 
called Brown out of a cell and shot him 
through the head. 'That's for Pardue,’ he 
said.” 

“Who said?” Crawford interrupted. 

"Oh. I thought you knew — I mean Dan- 
iels. He's the leader — with Pardue. But 
Pardue is wounded. He's lying in there on 
a bunk in his cell. Hit pretty bad. Dan- 
iels killed Shorty Erwin as he came down 
the ladder from the crow’s nest, and Par- 
due snatched up his gunstock and keys, 
climbed up to the crow's nest and got the 
rifle barrel. Then they had a rifle. But 
Pardue didn’t use it long. Someone shot 
him from one of the towers — Goodwin. I 
suppose. Daniels says Pardue got Good- 
win; is that so?” 

The Warden nodded and urged Schillo 
to continue. 

“What happened in the mess hall?” he 
asked. 

"1 was alone in Warden Green’s office 
next to the mess hall at lunch time. I 
heard a shot. That was after the ‘cons’ 
had marched out. I went in to investigate, 
and Daniels and Pardue were standing 
over Shorty. They covered me. I begged 
them not to let Shorty die like a dog and 
to allow me to go to him. 

“ ‘Go ahead,’ Daniels said, ‘but no 
tricks.’ He pressed his revolver against 
me. 'Don’t you believe I’d kill you, Joe?’ 
he asked. I nodded, and he said : 'There 
may be some yellow guys in this, but I'm 
not. I’d kill you in a minute.’ I said I be- 
lieved him, and he let me go to Shorty. 
He was dying. ‘Joe,’ he said, ‘it’s all off 
with me. Tell my wife I died fighting, put 
something under my head and take off my 
shoes.’ Then he gasped ; he was dead.” 

T HE guard paused in his recital to urge 
the Warden to immediate concerted 
action to quell the riot and rescue the 
guards, emphasizing that the convicts were 
desperate and the slaughter of their pris- 
oners was imminent unless their release 
was effected before sundown. 

“We’ve got to know what we’re up 
against, Joe; tell us what you saw and 
heard and try to remember how many 
weapons you saw and what talk you beard 
about them.” the Warden informed him. 
“Then we can handle this situation intelli- 
gently. So far we’ve been groping in the 
dark.” 

“Well,” Schillo continued, “as I was 
leaning over Shorty just before he died. 
Pardue ran to the mess hall door. I heard 
two shots, one near and one far off. They 
seemed to come together. Pardue fell out 
into the yard, and Daniels said he had 
been hit. He told me to go get his body 
and carry it into Cell House 3. But when 
I got to the door four convicts in guards’ 
uniforms were carrying him away. Dan- 
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ids made four more ‘cons’, also rigged out 
in guards' uniforms, carry Shorty’s body 
into Cell House 3. All the captive guards 
were herded into No. 3 cell block and 
locked in the cells. Daniels was sore at 
Brown.” 

"Now Joe, how many guns ; who has 
them, and who are the ones assisting Dan- 
iels?” the Warden prompted. 

"Let me see, Red Majors and A. H. 
Davis had guns, and they were doing what 
Daniels told them. Majors also had a 
butcher knife. And Leo McGentv had a 
gun. Daniels gave it to him. That was lie- 
fore he accused McGenty of spoiling his 
play by starting the fire. Daniels didn't 
want the fire. He had other plans. Then 
there was the rifle and I heard some talk 
of other guns, but I don’t know who has 
them.” 

“Any idea where they got the guns?” 

“No. but I think they had them hidden 
in Pardue's cell. There arc two holes 
drilled through the cement veneer over a 
ventilator shaft. The holes are near the 
bottom of the shaft. Guns could have been 
dropped into the ventilator through an 
opening at the top. They could also hide 
ammunition there.” 

"How about ammunition; how much 
have they got?” 

"Their pockets are bulging with it ; Dan- 
iels bragged about the amount they have, 
but didn't specify what it is.” 

A S Schillo concluded his narrative in 
the Warden’s office, a messenger raced 
towards it from the West Gate, three city 
blocks distant. Out of breath, he burst in- 
to the office, his eyes dancing with excite- 
ment, his lips quivering. 

“Two bodies!” the messenger managed 
to blurt out as the surprised group leaped 
to their feet and gathered around him. The 
man labored to get his breath before con- 
tinuing. 

“West Gate: two bodies: convicts just 
threw them into the yard ; two bodies ; see 
them from the West Gate,” the messen- 
ger exclaimed, jumbling his words in his 
eagerness to get his story told. 

“Oh. yes! I forgot,” Schillo interposed. 
“Daniels said he’d kill Eeles and Wiggins 
and throw their bodies out of Cell House 
3 if I didn’t come back with an answer. 
These bodies explain the two shots we 
heard when I came in here. They've killed 
Eeles and Wiggins.” 

“The devils,” exclaimed Father O’Neil, 
and Warden Crawford, pacing the floor in 
thought, pressed an electric switch, flood- 
ing his office with light. The sudden 
brightness seemed to arouse him from his 
reverie. He turned and looked out of his 
office window, noting the long shadows 
cast by the sun as it dropped lower be- 
hind the hills. Turning to Father O’Neil, 
he said : 

“It’s sundown. Father Pat. I guess you’ll 
have to go inside the walls with the dyna- 
mite.” 

“I'm ready. Warden,” was the priest’s 
reply as he touched a match to his half- 
smoked cigar. 

T HE next two hours was a period of in- 
tense activity. Captain Kief and the 
men of Battery B labored cautiously, but 
speedily mounting the machine guns on the 
west wall. This work was undertaken 
with due consideration of possible sniping 
by the convicts in Cell House 3. Chief of 


Police R. F. Reed, of Denver, and Cap- 
tain Frank Campbell, an ex-gunner of the 
United States Navy and the pistol marks- 
man of the Denver Police Department, or- 
dered an armored car rushed to the peni- 
tentiary from Denver. The field piece, al- 
ready aboard a truck and cii route from 
the Pueblo Armory of the National Guard, 
would arrive soon. A tank was being hur- 
ried by truck from the National Guard 
Rifle Range at Golden, near Denver. 
Deputy Warden Billy Green had procured 
the dynamite, which Father O'Neil was to 
carry inside, from the prison arsenal. 
Electricians were hurrying to complete 
battery connections to explode the powder. 
An attacking crew under the leadership of 
Chief Scherf was organized and supplied 
with tear bombs. On the hillsides back of 
the north wall searchlights were installed 
to illuminate the prison grounds when the 
flames of the burning buildings died down. 
The convicts had put the electric lighting 
system in the cell houses out of commis- 
sion. 

By 8 o’clock the preparations for the at- 
tack were almost completed. No messen- 
ger had come out of Cell House 3 since 
Schillo carried Daniels’ ultimatum to the 
Warden just before sundown, and no more 
shots had been heard inside the prison en- 
closure since Eeles and Wiggins were 
killed. The bodies of two guards still lay 
where the convicts had tossed them. They 
could be seen dimly from West Gate in the 
light reflected by the flames shooting sky- 
ward from the burning cell houses. The 
chapel and mess hall were in ruins. Noth- 
ing remained of them but glowing embers 
and blackened walls. Smoke clouds hung 
over the prison like a fog. 

N INE o’clock struck in a nearby church 
tower when Captain Kief reported 
he was ready to lay down his first bar- 
rage on the convict stronghold. He re- 
ceived his orders to rake the corridors with 
lead, firing through the only openings — the 
steel-barred windows. Battery B gunners 
manoeuvered their weapons into position 
and were about to open fire when a sharp- 
eyed watcher saw a figure moving about 
near the west wall of Cell House 3. 

The fire was withheld as the figure 
groped about in the semi-darkness, stooped 
over one of the bodies, lifted it from the 
ground and with the burden in his arms 
staggered across the fifty yards of no 
man's land toward West Gate. Warden 
Crawford waited at the gate to receive 
what he knew would be another demand 
from the convicts — a repetition of their 
previous ultimatums. Ten feet from West 
Gate, the figure with the gruesome burden 
stopped. 

“I’m John Pease, a guard,” the man said. 
‘‘I’ve come out with a message for the 
Warden, and I hold in my arms the body 
of Bob Wiggins; he’s dead.” 

“All right. Pease, come up to the gate, 
and we'll take poor Wiggins off your 
hands : this is the Warden speaking.” 

Pease advanced, handed the body of his 
comrade to a group gathered around 
Crawford, and turned to his superior. 

“Warden, they want those automobiles. 
Daniels says if you don't do what he says 
pretty damn quick he’s going to kill every 
guard that’s left. He just called John Mc- 
Clelland and Charlie Shepherd out of the 
cells, and he told me he’d kill them if I 
didn't come back with an answer. 
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“ ‘You two screws better start praying,’ 
be told them, and to the others he said : 
‘The rest of you guys go one at a time if 
we don’t get what we want.’ ” 

"Pease,” said the Warden, “that’ll be 
enough for now. You go back and tell 
Daniels I'll give him my final answer in 
five minutes. Tell him to send you hack 
for it. And Pease, there’ll he some firing 
from the west wall after you get out of 
range. The minute it starts race for the 
gate; we’ll have it open. Remember, five 
minutes.” 

C HEERED by the thought that lie and 
possibly the other guards might soon 
he liberated from terror tier in which he 
had been held captive for nearly nine 
hours, the guard started hack to Cell 
House 3 with a smile on his face. He dis- 
appeared inside. 

In five minutes lie was advancing to- 
wards West Gate. Fifteen feet away, lie 
stopped. Warden Crawford, in an under- 
tone, urged him to come forward. Pease 
gave no sign that he heard, and the 
Warden, guessing the convicts suspected a 
plan to liberate the guard and had ordered 
him to receive the message on the spot 
where he now stood, sent instructions to 
the machine gunners on the west wall to 
start firing, hut to aim high. He reasoned 
the attack would divert convict attention 
from Pease and drive the ringleaders to 
cover. He guessed correctly. 

As the first crack of the machine gun 
fire rent the night air and bullets struck 
stone walls and steel bars with a peculiarly 
sounding ping. Pease stood as if in a daze. 
Then, suddenly, he seemed to remember the 
instructions the Warden had given him. 
He dashed towards West Gate. As he 
neared the portal, bullets from Cell House 
3 kicked up the dust at his feet or spent 
themselves harmlessly against the prison 
ramparts. Pease gave them no heed. In 
a matter of minutes, which seemed like 
hours to the agonized watchers, the gate 
swung open and Pease was out. 

“I’m the luckiest man in the world, but I 
can’t smile,” he told the Warden. 

“They’ve killed five,” he continued in 
response to a question by the Warden. 
“Brown’s lying in there near the cell 
house — dead. You know about Wiggins. 
He’s dead, isn’t he? They called Jack 
F.eles out of a cell where they held him 
captive with some of the other hoys, and 
told him to say his prayers. Then they 
shot him — a bullet through the head. 
Shorty Erwin’s in there, dead ; so is Wal- 
ter Rinker.” 

“Rinkcr dead !” the Warden exclaimed, 
and Pease nodded. Then he went on : 
“Daniels told me when I went hack just 
now that you better show some speed with 
those autos or he’d hump off every guard 
that’s left in there.” 

The Warden made no comment, hut 
asked: “What guards were alive when 
you came out the last time?” 

“Shepherd, McClelland, E. J. Hollister, 
E. F. Osborn, Marvin Duncan, Lawrence 
Roche, O. A. Earl and Jack Shea,” Pease 
replied, pausing after naming each man 
to recollect another. 

“Is Pardue alive?” 

“Just alive; he’s suffering the tortures 
of hell and Daniels has promised lie’ll kill 
him, but only' as a last resort. They figure 
you’ll supply those autos.” 

“Never," the Warden shouted, and at 


his signal the machine guns, which were 
silent during the interview with Pease, re- 
sumed their attack. The hilltops echoed 
with the whine of bullets. The effect of 
the machine gun fire on the convict morale 
was disappointing. It was expected to 
drive them into the open, hut when none 
showed themselves in the yard back of the 
cell house, Captain Kief again gave an 
order to cease firing. 

T HERE was a short conference with 
the Warden. The machine gunners 
scaled a ladder to the top of the west 
wall to again man their guns. And pres- 
ently, out of the darkness, two men ap- 
peared and hurried towards West Gate. 
One of them was carrying a burden — a 
heavy one. In a moment, West Gate 
swung open, the two men passed inside 
the prison enclosure, and the machine 
guns poured a leaden stream towards 
the convict stronghold, and Father O’Neil 
advanced towards the west wall of Cell 
House 3 hugging a burden of 100 pounds 
of dynamite to his breast. Beside him, 
dragging two strands of wire, attached 

to percussion caps, was an old miner 

The machine guns kept up an incessant 
fire. Particles of lead, shattering on the 
stone walls and bars of the cell house, 
showered the priest and his escort. And 
with only half the distance to go before 
planting the dynamite against the cell 
house wall and attaching the electrical 
connections which would set it off, the 
convict leaders, safely concealed from the 
machine gun lead, caught sight of the ad- 
vancing figures. They opened fire. Their 
bullets whined above the heads of the priest 
and his companion or struck harmlessly in 
the dust at their feet. 

Never flinching, they advanced, until 
nearing the wall they were protected from 
the convicts’ bullets, hut exposed to the 
machine gun barrage. Their danger was 
greater now. Would they complete the 
task they had appointed for themselves? 
Those who watched doubted that they could 
succeed. They saw Father O’Neil place 
his burden against the wall ; saw him at- 
tach the wires. Tlry saw all this dimly 
in the faint illumination that came down 
from the hillside where the search-lights 
were playing. And then, after what seemed 
an age, they saw the figures of the priest 
and the old miner racing back towards 
West Gate, again under fire of the con- 
victs. 

The deed was done 1 Now to set off the 
dynamite. 

In a moment they would know the out- 
come. Would the blast tear out the entire 
facade? Would it expose the cell house 
and its corridors to the machine gun fire — 
as they thought it would? 

A man at a plunger switch put all of 
his power into the effort. There was a 
roar. It echoed from one mountain top 
and then another. The earth quivered. 
Glass fell in showers. The blackened walls 
of the burning and burned buildings 
rocked on their foundations. Frightened 
convicts screamed in terror. The machine 
guns kept up their incessant rat-ta-ta-tat- 
tat, adding to the din and the confusion, 
and the dancing figure of Militiaman Mau- 
rice Keating appeared on the north wall, 
hurling chlorine bombs. But the west 
wall of Cell House 3 stood solid and un- 
harmed. The sacrifice of Father Pat had 
been in vain. 
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The only visible result from the explo- 
sion of 100 pounds of dynamite was an 
immense hole in the earthen floor of the 
prison enclosure. The chlorine bombs, 
exploding in and near the cell house, sent 
a half dozen convicts, one of them 
wounded, scurrying towards the Adminis- 
tration Building, their hands raised in 
token of surrender. 

W ARDEN CRAWFORD was cha- 
grined at the failure of the dynamite 
charge to open tip a hole in the cell house. 
He conferred with his advisors. 

The armored car had arrived from Den- 
ver. It was sent into the prison yard with 
six armed men behind its armor-plated 
walls. It toppled into the hole gouged by 
the dynamite and rolled over on its side, 
holding its occupants temporary prisoners. 
A large field piece was rolled into position 
at West Gate when guardsmen decided 
shells would open a pathtway for bullets 
into the cell house interior. 

As these preparations were being made, 
the revolt was stretching into its thirteenth 
hour. The machine guns, which had poured 
8,000 rounds into the cell house without 
result, now were silent as their crews 
awaited additional ammunition. And as 
they w’aited, a sharp-eyed guardsman dis- 
cerned a figure slipping through the cell 
house door. Another messenger? As the 
man approached West Gate, two shots rang 
out in the cell house. The man w'as near 
enough now for those outside to see he was 
a guard. 

“I’m Jack Shea” he announced — “with 
a message for the Warden.” 

The West Gate was opened and the 
guard came out. Face to face with the 
Warden, he said : 

“Those two shots were the end of 
Shepherd and McClelland. Daniels says if 
you don’t do something he’s going to kill 
all the guards that’s left. There’s five of 
them — Osborn, Hollister, Roche, Farl and 
Duncan. I think Daniels shot Duncan dur- 
ing that bombardment, blit the bullet didn’t 
kill him. He was alive when I left. He 
won’t kill Farl because of a favor Farl 
once did for one of the leaders. But the 
ethers are doomed. Daniels used me to 
take out what he said was his last warn- 
ing.” 

Watches showed 4 o’clock when Shea 
finished his story. In a little more than 
an hour it would be daylight. Preparations 
for a renewal of the attack on Cell House 
3 moved apace. A silence, broken only by 
the shuffling of feet, settled over the 
prison. Of a sudden, a shot rang out in- 
side. A pause and then another, followed 
after an interval by a third. Then two more. 
Men outside, busy with the task of prepar- 
ing engines of destruction for what all be- 
lieved would be the final bombardment at 
daylight, stopped. They found themselves 
naming names, counting them off on their 
fingers as each report sounded. 

“Hollister,” they counted, waited, and 
then : “Osborn, Duncan, Roche.” 

Four guards slaughtered — four more 
added to the list of dead. So Daniels had 
kept his word to Earl, but he had sent 
another bullet into the body of the wounded 
Duncan. Thus men speculated. And then 
a fifth shot. That was Earl. Daniels 
hadn’t kept his word after all. A sixth 
shot and a seventh crashed inside. What 
did they mean? They were easily ex- 
plained, at least to the satisfaction of the 


men who milled about West Gate. One 
sent Pardue through the gates of eternity. 
Hadn’t Daniels promised to kill him? 
Well, he had kept faith with his pal. And 
the seventh shot? For himself, of course. 

The revolt was over, and at what a 
cost! Someone remembered Majors and 
Davis. Suppose the sixth and seventh 
shots had not dispatched Daniels and Par- 
due, but Majors and Davis instead. Or, 
perhaps, two other convicts, Albert Mor- 
garidge, for instance, who had defied 
Daniels; and Leo McGenty, who fired the 
chapel and mess hall against Daniels’ 
wishes. If this surmise was correct, the 
revolt was not at an end. Men resumed 
their preparations for the daylight attack 
now half an hour off. 

Thus engaged, none noticed two figures 
steal cautiously from Cell House 3 and 
stagger across the prison yard to West 
Gate. A weak voice crying for help and 
medical assistance was the first warning 
of their presence at the barred portal. 

“For God’s sake let us out; get a doc- 
tor,” one man pleaded. 

Guardsmen patroling the area whirled 
on their heels, leveled their rifles and ad- 
vanced cautiously. Against the rays of 
the spotlight they saw two figures cling- 
ing to the bars of West Gate. 

“Who are you,” a militiaman challenged. 

“Hollister,” came the weak reply. 

“Osborn,” said the other, sinking to his 
knees. 

Warden Crawford elbowed through the 
group now congregated at West Gate. He 
looked closely at the two men, turning a 
flashlight on their faces. But he could 
tell nothing. They were smeared with 
blood. 

Someone wiped the blood aivay with a 
damp cloth. The IVardcn recognized the 
guards. 

“Let ’em out,” he ordered. 

Osborn was unconscious when they car- 
ried him out, but Hollister managed to 
gasp out a message before he sank into 
a coma. “All dead inside,” he said. 

S OON there was another summons to 
West Gate. Two more men stood 
there. "Open ’er up boys and let us out,” 
one demanded. 

Again the challenge of the guardsman : 
“Who are you?” 

“Roche and Earl,” came the cheery 
reply. 

Warden Crawford stepped up to the 
gate. He peered at the men’s faces, now 
fairly visible in the first streaks of dawn. 
“You alive !” he gasped. 

“Very much, Warden, but there’s plenty 
of dead men inside,” Earl said. 

Then Roche spoke. 

“And we’d have been among them, but 
we fooled Daniels; played dead ourselves. 
For hours, an eternity, it seemed, we lay 
in the cells where Daniels put us, dead 
men all around us, the place sloppy with 
blood — Whew ! Dead men and blood. A 
nightmare! Will I ever forget it? It 
hurt to breathe. I lay there so long 
scarcely breathing at all ; afraid to. And 
the cramps in my legs. I hurt all over; 
hurt from lying there on that cold cement 
floor, never daring to move.” 

Daylight was- coming fast as Roche fin- 
ished. The scene on which the sun rose 
was in many respects a duplication of that 
scene in Colorado Avenue at Colorado 
Springs two years before when Chief of 
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Police Harper snapped the bracelets on 
Danny Daniels and sent him away under 
guard to the El Paso County Jail, and 
eventually here to prison. Surveying it in 
the early morning light one saw again a 
scene of devastation chargeable to Danny 
Daniels — blackened walls, smoking embers, 
shattered windows, bullet scarred build- 
ings, and the great hole gouged in the 
earth by the dynamite Father O’Neil had 
carried in. The armored car still lay on its 
side in this hole, and Captain Frank Camp- 
bell, Detective Arthur Wachter, of Den- 
ver, and four other men, forgotten, al- 
most, since they toppled into the chasm, 
crawled from their prison just as a line 
of convicts, hands above their heads, filed 
out of Cell House 3. 

The riot was indeed over; now to count 
the cost. Warden Crawford led the way. 
Inside! What a sight! The floors slick 
with blood. And dead “cons” and guards 
everywhere. Dead men in bloody piles, 
and singly. 

Off there Morgaridge, a bullet in his 
back, lying alone where Daniels had 
dropped him. He gave his life in defiance 
of the terror rule of Daniels. And here, 
the body of Daniels, a pistol clutched in 
his hand. And beneath him Majors and 
Davis — shot through the head. 

The story was plain enough. They were 
the last to go. Daniels dispatched them. 
Davis first, perhaps ; then Majors. And 
his last bullet for himself. He had kept 
his word. Pardue? They found him in 
his bunk, a shot through the groin. That 
was Goodwin’s bullet. Another in his 
head. That was Daniels’. Again, Daniels 
had kept his word. 

And the guards? There they were. too. 
Eeles, the veteran hangman, dead inside a 
cell. The door was ajar. Duncan’s body 
was inside a locked cell. The key was 
gone, and a detail of the rescue corps 
labored with a blow torch to reach him. 
Shorty Erwin was there, too, lying close to 
Duncan. And so was Rinker, and Shep- 
herd, and McClelland. All dead ! P>rown’s 
body was outside where it had been tossed 
with Wiggins’ corpse. 

T HE blow torch cut through the last 
bar of steel. The cell door was flung 
back, and the rescue squad filed in, their 
flashlights playing on the ashen faces of 
the dead. 

Duncan blinked — a slight movement of 
the eyelid. 

“There’s life in him,” someone shouted, 
noting the quiver of the eyelid. Down on 
their knees in the blood and litter, men 
examined him. He was whole; not a bul- 
let in his body, but scared almost to death. 
A stretcher was hastily summoned. 


“The ‘cons',” he screamed, almost insane 
with terror, as they lifted him to the 
stretcher. And then he fell back, limp. 
Fighting convicts — figments of his imagi- 
nation — they hurried him to a hospital. 

But the other guards — they were dead, 
every man shot through the head. 

The rescuers counted them. There were 
six. With Wiggins, whose body was car- 
ried out, there were seven. And later, 
though they didn't know it, there would be 
eight. Goodwin was doomed. 

“Eight guards and five convicts,” War- 
den Crawford groaned, as he turned again 
to look at the corpse of the man re- 
sponsible. 

A big black cat lapped at the blood con- 
gealed on the ashen face of Danny Daniels, 
and his bony fist still clutched a cheap six- 
shooter. There he lay on the cold prison 
floor — dead in a charnel house of his own 
creation. He had died fighting as indicated 
by the prison cell tier drenched in blood, 
scarred by bullets, shaken by fire and dyna- 
mite and blackened by smoke. 

Someone collected the weapons used to 
hold off a thousand men. There were only 
four — the rifle from the crow’s nest, and 
three six-shooters — two of them rusty. 

“A tough bird!” Warden Crawford re- 
marked and stepped across the threshold 
into the prison yard. Smoke still rose in 
curling wisps from the ruins of the ad- 
joining cell houses, the chapel and the mess 
hall, in which also lay the ashes of the 
cremated hopes of Rebel T)anny and his 
pals. 

I T remained for one of the convicts 
to solve the mystery of the rebel's 
death : 

“At about 4 o’clock in the morning,” 
said the terror-numbed convict who stood 
next to the cell in which Danny Daniels 
snuffed out the lives of his aides and his 
own, “Danny, who had been walking up 
and down the corridor in Cell House No. 
3, called Red Riley and A. H. Davis to 
him in the cell where Jimmie Pardue lay 
wounded. 

“ ‘Boys,’ he told them, ‘we’re fighting a 
losing battle. What will we do?’ 

“Pardue spoke up and said: ‘Danny, 
end it with me before the screws get me.’ 
“Davis and Riley agreed. 

“The two stood up. Daniels went into 
the cell, shot Pardue in the head, then 
shot Davis and Riley in succession. They 
fell upon each other and lay in a bloody 
pile. Then Daniels went outside the cell, 
walked up and down for a minute, and 
said, ‘Well, my pals are gone. The screws 
are all dead. I’ll end it.’ 

“He put the gun to his head and pulled 
the. trigger.” 
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Vanishing Footprints 

(Continued from page 51) 


for the sheriff at Kalamazoo nearby. 

In a little while, Sheriff Elton Eaton, 
myself and several other officers, includ- 
ing Coroner Ralph W. Cook, were making 
a hurried examination of the body, and 
the ground near which it lay. 

The woman appeared to have been about 
forty years old, and weighing around 160 
pounds. The hair was brown and the eyes 
were blue. She had worn a blue coat 
suit, of a worsted material. The under- 
wear, corset and hose were of the sheerest 
silk, indicating the dead woman had been 
a person of some means. She had worn 
high-top shoes, after the fashion of the 
time. 

On the middle finger of the right hand 
was a gold ring, in which some kind of 
stone had been set. The setting had been 
pried open, it appeared, and the stone 
taken. Either that, or the stone had fallen 
out when the body rolled down the em- 
bankment after being struck by the train. 
It was evident that a train had struck the 
woman, for not only were the legs sev- 
ered from the torso, but most of the 
bones in the body were broken. 

No hat was found, and nope of the 
other clothing bore any mark or label that 
might give a clue as to where they had 
been purchased. There was nothing about 
the body to identify it. nor was anything 
found in the vicinity of the horrible dis- 
covery that would serve to shed light on 
when, or exactly how the woman had met 
death, although it was reasonably certain 
that she had been killed by a train, we 
believed. 

Doctor Cook, the coroner, gave it as his 
opinion that death had come some four 
hours previously. The body was still 
warm, it being in the summer, and the 
blood with which the mangled corpse was 
drenched had not yet entirely dried. 

T HE body was removed to the Fields 
Undertaking Parlors, where Doctor 
Cook proceeded to perform a post mortem 
examination. The findings from the au- 
topsy added little to the knowledge already 
gleaned from the first discovery at the 
foot of the railroad embankment, with the 
exception that the first impressions regard- 
ing the woman’s general description were 
found to be wrong. 

The dead woman, said Doctor Cook, had 
been in excellent physical condition and 
the clothing she wore, while not shoddy, 
appeared to have been the kind that a 
person of suburban residence might have 
owned. A number of clothing experts 
were called in to view the body, and it 
was the opinion of a buyer for one of 
the Kalamazoo department stores that the 
blue coat suit was of inexpensive material 
and workmanship. 

“The woman probably was a clerk in a 
dry goods store," said one man with more 
than ordinary knowledge of women's 
dress. A shoe dealer examined the foot- 
wear of the victim, and declared that, 
while the shoes were of good material, 
they were not the style of footwear that 
a woman of wealth would wear. The soles 
of the shoes showed hard wear, and it 
was the belief that the wearer had been 
accustomed to standing on her feet for 


a number of long hours at a time. 

I give this phase of the early investiga- 
tion into this woman’s death to show how 
nearly correct were the guesses as to the 
manner in which she had lived. For the 
ultimate results of the investigation that 
was to follow not only bore out many of 
the early surmises, but the very opinions 
that were given proved of inestimable 
value to 11 s in our work later on. 

Nothing was found in Doctor Cook’s 
post mortem examination that seemed to 
disprove the original theory advanced by 
virtually every officer who worked on the 
case in the early stages of its progress; 
namely, that the woman, whoever she was, 
had either fallen out of the window of a 
speeding passenger train and was mangled 
by the wheels of the very train on which 
she had been riding ; or had fallen from 
the observation platform of a passenger 
coach, and was run over by another train. 

That is, nothing was found to that effect, 
unless a long gash on the left cheek could 
have borne evidence of another kind of 
death. The gash, said the coroner, ap- 
peared to l)e older than the other wounds 
that were known to have been inflicted 
by the wheels of a railway train, and 
the wounds, that were made when the body 
rolled from the railroad grade to the ditch 
below. 

At the end of Doctor Cook’s examina- 
tion, a coroner’s inquest was ordered, and 
a jury empanelled. The jury was com- 
posed of George Young, Joseph VVilbuy, 
Calvin Mohncy, William Snow, Jerome S. 
Borden, now Sheriff of Kalamazoo County, 
Michigan, and Charles Crosby. 

That was ix:rhaps the most extraordin- 
ary coroner’s jury ever to sit on a case; 
for the jurors returned a verdict attribut- 
ing death to injuries sustained by being 
struck by a train, and then, individually, 
the jurymen refused to give credence to 
their own findings. The result was, an- 
other physician was appointed to perform 
an autopsy. 

D octor blanche f.ppler, a 

woman physician practising in Kala- 
mazoo, was appointed to perform the sec- 
ond examination. Doctor Eppler made 
the following discoveries, and it will be 
well for the reader to commit the woman 
physician's findings to memory : 

That the dead woman met death beneath 
the vfh cels of a railway train; that she 
was unmarried, or apparently so, since the 
condition of certain organs indicated she 
never had given birth to a child. 

The first indication that the train acci- 
dent theory of the woman’s death was 
wrong, came when Sheriff Eaton, myself 
and other officers returned to the place 
where the body was found in the after- 
noon of August 2nd. It was the Sheriff 
himself, I believe, who discovered a pool 
of blood in the middle of the tracks, some 
seventy feet east of the spot where the 
corpse lay. 

From the quantity of blood found, it 
seemed to us that the woman must have 
sustained some kind of injury that would 
cause death instantly, and the injury did 
not appear to have been inflicted by a 
railway train. For the blood was not 
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spattered over the rails and the ties, but 
was in a round puddle. 

Early the next morning, Doctor Cook 
returned to the death scene with us, and 
he was walking up the tracks, when he 
stopped abruptly, and knelt down. Ris- 
ing, he called to us to come and see what 
he had found. 

On the left of the tracks, at the end 
of the ties, we saw footprints, which 
plainly had been made by a woman's shoes. 
The first tracks were found some yards 
east of where the puddle of gore had 
been discovered the day previously. We 
followed them farther east for some dis- 
tance, where they seemed to disappear. 
We back tracked, and traced the foot- 
prints to the pool of blood. 

Sheriff Eaton sent one of his deputies 
to the morgue to bring back the shoes 
worn by the dead woman. We compared 
the soles with the tracks found by the 
side of the railroad ties, and found that 
those shoes had been the ones to make 
the impressions in the soft dirt. There 
was no doubt in our minds then that the 
woman had been walking west on the 
railway roadbed when she was killed. 

We were borne out in this theory that 
same afternoon, when officials of the Mich- 
igan Central Lines reported all their pas- 
senger trains were accounted for, and no 
passengers had been reported missing from 
any train. Nor was any baggage, or other 
effects that a woman passenger would be 
traveling with, found aboard the trains 
to be unclaimed. 

On August 4th, more than one hundred 
and fifty persons viewed the body at the 
Eields Undertaking Company morgue, but 
none had ever seen the woman alive. She 
certainly had not been a resident of Kala- 
mazoo, or of any of the other small towns 
and cities around Kalamazoo, else she 
would have been missed by her relatives, 
who would have come to the morgue to 
ascertain whether the dead woman was 
known to them. A description of the 
woman had been sent out over the news 
wires to every paper in Michigan and 
Indiana. 

T HE fifth of August dawned, and we 
still had not identified the rather good 
looking woman whose death promised to 
remain a mystery. Late in the afternoon 
of that day. Sheriff Eaton having assigned 
me to the case, I decided to make one 
last visit to the scene of the horrible find. 

I started at the spot where the pool of 
blood was found, and covered every inch 
of ground for a hundred yards in either 
direction. I descended the embankment, to 
the ditch in which the body had lain, and 
crawling on hands and knees, examined 
the ground for some distance with minute 
care. 

I had crawled farther than I had in- 
tended to. for looking up to the top of the 
grade. I discovered my position to be 
directly down the embankment from the 
spot of blood in the middle of the track. 
I started to rise, and climb up to the top 
of the grade, when a dully glistening object 
attracted my attention. I picked it up, 
and found it to be a string of black beads, 
of an onyx-like material. The thread on 
which they were strung was broken at the 
clasp, and some of the beads were miss- 
ing. I began to look about on the ground 
for those that had fallen off the string. 

I failed to find any more of the beads, 


but I found something else that interested 
me just as much. It was a powder puff; 
just a plain chamois puff, with a little pink 
ribbon attached, but it meant a great deal 
to me. It, and the broken string of beads 
meant that the woman whose mangled 
torso was found in the Michigan Central 
Railroad ditch was killed exactly where. 
Sheriff Eaton ran onto the pool of blood 
in the middle of the tracks — and that she 
was not killed by a train. 

It was born to me forcibly, that she had 
been murdered there on the tracks, and 
left to be run over by a locomotive, to 
cover up the crime. I resolved to have a 
third autopsy performed on the body, 
plans for the burial of which already had 
been completed for the following day. 

I got Doctors Osborne and McNair to 
go back to the morgue with me, and re- 
quested them to make a minute examina- 
tion of every inch of the body. There Had 
been one phase of the two post mortems 
that had struck me as being rather strange, 
but I hadn’t said anything about it, taking 
it for granted that the doctors knew what 
they were about. 

I refer to the fact that apparently 
neither Doctor Cook nor Doctor Eppler 
had turned the body on the slab, face 
downward, to examine the back. I asked 
the two physicians to do this now. They 
did, and the three of us stood over the 
corpse, gazing at two tiny round punc- 
tures, one behind either shoulder. 

“Bullet holes,” was Doctor McNair’s 
surprised ejaculation. 

“Which means that this woman was 
shot dow r n, and her body laid across the 
tracks for a train to cut to ribbons,” I 
said, my mind going back to the day 
Doctor Cook found a pool of blood several 
yards from where the body was found. 

With the theory of murder definitely 
established, beyond the shadow of a doubt, 
we began with a sort of grim determina- 
tion sifting and re-sifting all the details 
of the discovery of the body, earnestly 
searching for some thread of a clue upon 
which to base an investigation into the ac- 
tivities of the victim prior to the slaying. 

The first thing that we wanted was to 
identify her. For without knowing who 
the woman was, or something of her life, 
we hadn't the slightest chSnce of trailing 
her murderer. I again went over the 
ground in the vicinity of the fatal spot 
along the railroad right-of-way, but made 
no further discoveries that would add to 
my meager store of information. 

The case by then had gotten into my 
blood, so to speak, and I resolved to ex- 
haust every resource that I possibly could 
command, to bring to justice the cowardly 
killer who shot his victim in the back, 
then placed her body on the railroad track 
to be mangled beneath the iron wheels of 
a train. 

G OING into the vault where such 
things were kept until the proper 
time for their disposal, I secured the 
clothing that was worn by the woman, and 
began a methodical search of every thread 
of the garments. The shoes bore no mark 
of identification, not even a label show- 
ing where, or from whom, they had been 
purchased. The hosiery, of course, was 
also valueless to me. 

The hat was a little inexpensive felt, 
such as a woman who had been traveling, 
might have worn. It bore no marks. When 
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I came to the blue serge coat suit, I 
turned the sleeves of the coat inside out, 
and found on the lining what at first ap- 
peared to be an ink smudge. Looking 
more closely, however, I made out the 
blurred remains of a laundry mark, or a 
mark such as dry cleaning establishments 
attach to the sleeve linings of garments 
received by them. The mark had been 
printed in ink on a small marking tag. 

The mark was, or had been “68-T.” 
There seemed to have been more to it 
than that, but the ink had been blotted, 
leaving only a smudge. This was some- 
thing, although I had to admit it didn't 
hold promise of being much, since, even 
had the laundry or dry cleaner’s mark 
been plain and complete, I still would be 
in the dark. For I had no way of know- 
ing even the town or city in which the 
mark had been attached to the sleeve of 
the coat. And even had I known, I prob- 
ably would have a great deal of trouble 
in locating the laundry that had handled 
the garment. 

I removed the tag, and wrote the mark 
in my note book, though, and continued my 
examination of the clothing. I next came 
to the skirt of the blue suit, and found 
that it contained a tiny pocket, on one 
side. I absently inserted one finger in the 
pocket, not knowing whether I expected 
to find anything. A small piece of flimsy 
cardboard attracted my attention. It was 
crushed down in the bottom of the pocket, 
and had been overlooked before. 

Taking the object out of the pocket, I 
examined it, and found that it was the 
stub end of a theater ticket, the kind that 
is torn off and returned to the patron at 
picture houses. On one side was the serial 
number of the ticket of which it had been 
a half. On the other was the name of the 
theater at which the ticket had been pur- 
chased. It was the Plaza. 

Now most cities, I think, have a Plaza 
Theater. Knowing this, I began to won- 
der what, after all, was my infinite care 
in searching the clothing of the dead 
woman going to profit me. I had found 
nothing but a half blurred laundry or 
cleaner’s mark, and a ticket stub from the 
Plaza Theater. What laundry, or dry 
cleaner: what Plaza Theater had the 
slain woman patronized before coming, or 
being brought to Kalamazoo to be 
murdered ? 

Was the Plaza Theater that she had 
attended the Plaza in Chicago, in Detroit, 
or was the theater located in one of the 
many smaller cities surrounding Kalama- 
zoo? I was not very well acquainted in 
Chicago, or in any of the small towns 
and cities, but I did know Detroit. I knew 
there was a Plaza Theater there. I had 
attended the playhouse many times, and I 
decided to try Detroit. 

I WENT to Detroit on August 6th, and 
called on Henry Eggherts, an old friend 
of mine, who was connected with a drug 
company in the automobile city. He knew 
the streets of Detroit better than I could 
ever hope to learn them through studying 
maps and directories, and I asked him to 
serve as my guide until the work I had 
planned was finished. I told him about 
the dead woman in Kalamazoo, and just 
what I hoped to accomplish in his city. 

We decided to cover the entire city in 
sections, each taking a list of the laun- 
dries and dry cleaning establishments in 


the districts we intended to work, and 
call on every place of that kind until we 
either had found what we were looking for, 
or had satisfied ourselves that Detroit was 
not the city from which the murdered 
woman had come. 

For several days, we worked from early 
morning until late afternoon, canvassing 
the City of Detroit with the thoroughness 
of census takers. At every place at which 
we called we received the same answer. 
That the mark, ‘‘68-T’’ had never been 
used by any of the laundries visited. Just 
when the canvass was beginning to ap- 
pear hopeless. I ran onto my first piece of 
luck, which looked to me like I at last 
was on a warm trail. 

I was talking to the proprietor of a 
small dry cleaning shop in an outlying dis- 
trict of Detroit, when he suddenly had an 
inspiration. 

“Here's an idea that might help you,” 
he said. “There is a wholesale laundry 
and dry cleaners’ supply house downtown 
that might be able to help you. Much of 
the miscellaneous equipment, such as mark- 
ers and the like, that is used by most 
smaller places, and many of the larger 
ones in the city, is purchased from this 
concern. It is just possible that the peo- 
ple there will know the establishment that 
uses marking tags like this one,” my new 
friend said, returning the tag that I had 
taken from the sleeve of the Kalamazoo 
murder victim’s coat. 

I thanked the man, and hurried outside 
to where I had parked my car. Getting 
into the machine, I drove to the address 
that had been given me. The manager 
of the wholesale supply house was very 
obliging, and took me into his office, where 
I told him my business, and what I hoped 
to find at the end of my canvass. 

The fellow went over his books 
thoroughly, trying to find the account to 
whom the peculiar cloth markers had been 
sold. At the end of an hour, however, he 
gave up the task as hopeless. Being anxious 
to be of service, though, he offered the 
suggestion that I call on Kaufman’s Laun- 
dry and Dry Cleaning Company, one of 
the larger concerns of its kind in the city. 

Kaufman's, said the manager of the 
supply house, did a great deal of whole- 
sale dry cleaning for the small neighbor- 
hood cleaning and pressing shops, and if 
any one could help me, it would be the 
people at that place. 

Arrived at Kaufman’s wholesale clean- 
ing establishment. I put the same questions 
that I had asked no less than sixty times 
since going to Detroit. 

Almost immediately, the man who 
handled incoming bundles of garments to 
be cleaned, recognized the marker that I 
showed him. lie wanted to know if I 
had brought the coat from which the tag 
had been taken. I told him that I had it 
with me, in my car, which was parked at 
the curb outside. 

W HEN I had brought the blue serge 
coat from my car, the man at Kauf- 
man's took it, and examined it closely. 
“Yes, I know the coat; that is, I recall 
having handled the garment a week or two 
ago. It came in with a batch of cleaning 
from Ferndale,” he said positively, giving 
me the name of the pressing shop in Fern- 
dale, a suburban residential district of 
Detroit. 

Needless to say, I made quick time from 
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Kaufman’s Laundry and Dry Cleaning 
Establishment to Ferndale, and was soon 
interviewing the proprietor of the little 
shop that had pressed the dead woman's 
coat suit, just a few days prior to her 
untimely death. The fellow had no diffi- 
culty in identifying the marking tag, as 
well as the coat itself. Going to a desk, 
he consulted the pages of a ledger, turn- 
ing them until he came to the entry he 
was looking for. 

"I don't have the name of the lady who 
sent the blue suit in, but here is her ad- 
dress,” said the pressing shop proprietor. 
"My driver picked the suit up at 2259 
Whittaker Street.” 

I was exultant. Closing my eyes now', 

I can almost see myself, standing there in 
the doorway of the little pressing shop in 
Ferndale, scribbling an address in my note- 
book with a shaky hand. I must have ap- 
peared rather ridiculous to the man w'ho 
had given me the information that I had 
gambled a great deal on. The hunch that 
had sent me off to Detroit, on nothing 
more tangible than a frayed theater ticket 
stub, was the vehicle on which I rode to 
w'hat seems to me the greatest victory of 
my career as a law enforcement officer. 

I do not remember leaving the Ferndale 
pressing establishment at all. The next 
thing that I recall after hearing the ad- 
dress of the woman who lay on a slab in a 
Kalamazoo morgue, as yet unidentified, 
was stopping my car in front of a trim 
little bungalow, and getting out and walk- 
ing toward the front steps, on which sat 
two small boys. 

The little fellows sat, one on the top 
step, and the other on the step just below, 
their tiny, pudgy hands supporting their 
chins; two shocks of tousled hair, two 
dirt-streaked faces, sat there on the front 
steps of the trim little house at 2259 
Whittaker Street, waiting for the mother 
that w’ould never return. 

A lump came into my throat, and I 
slackened my stride as I came closer to 
the forlorn little figures slouched there 
in front of me. I hadn’t expected to find 
anything like that. How could I tell them 
that the mother they were W'aiting for 
wouldn’t be home? I knew that the dead 
woman in Kalamazoo was the mother of 
those tw'o small boys. Their very dejec- 
tion, their attitude of expectancy, of wait- 
ing, seemed to bespeak a sort of analogy 
to that other picture back in Kalamazoo, 
at the foot of an embankment along the 
right of way of the Michigan Central 
Railroad. 

1 APPROACHED the steps cautiously, 
much the same as a trespasser might 
steal upon a holy man at prayer. I felt some- 
thing like a trespasser; felt as though my 
presence was sacrilegious, evil. I man- 
aged to speak, but my voice must have con- 
tained a huskiness that was not natural. I 
know that the casual jovialness that I 
attempted to affect fell flat, and I suspect- 
ed that even those tots detected this. 

"Hello, sonny,” I addressed the larger 
of the pair, in an effort at cheerfulness. 
The boy merely raised his brows, and 
grunted a greeting. “Is your mother at 
home?” I asked, and cursed myself for the 
irony of the question. 

The elder boy did not reply, but the 
smaller of the two, who, I learned was 
but six, blurted out, innocently: 

“No. My papa is down town looking 


for mama. Mama has been gone a long 
time, and papa said she took his money.” 

Turning my back abruptly on the two 
little boys, I walked across the lawn, to 
the house next door. The woman there 
told me, in answer to my question, that 
she had looked after the children for more 
than a week, since the disappearance of 
their mother, whose name was Mrs. Bessie 
Voeth. The father, John Yoeth, had been 
frantic since his wife left, the neighbor 
said, and had not taken a great deal of 
interest in the boys. 

I learned from the woman that Mrs. 
Bessie Voeth had taken with her all the 
cash that the family owned, which was in 
the neighborhood of $500, and the family 
automobile. Mrs. Voeth had drawn the 
money from the bank, and had also taken 
her jewels, a number of diamonds which 
were valued at several hundred dollars. 

Mrs. Voeth had been employed for some 
time at the McDermott Candy Store, on 
Woodward Avenue, in downtown Detroit. 

I very tactfully queried the woman regard- 
ing any possible rift that John Voeth and 
his wife might have had prior to the de- 
parture of the wife. Mr. and Mrs. Voeth 
had not. to the knowledge of the neighbor, 
quarreled at any time, although Mrs. 
Voeth often had been known to remain 
away from home until the small hours of 
the morning. 

The woman naturally was curious to 
know what my interest in Mrs. Voeth was, 
and I could see that she suspected that 
something had happened to the mother of 
those two small boys across the way. 

I managed to get away, however, with- 
out betraying my business, by saying that 
1 might have some word of Mrs. Voeth, 
although I was not positive. I asked her 
to watch for the return of John Voeth, 
and have him come to my room that 
evening. 

Going downtown, I called at the Mc- 
Dermott Candy Store, where Mrs. Voeth 
had worked. The manager of the place 
had not seen Mrs. Voeth for several days, 
and she had left no word that she intended 
leaving Detroit. 

While I was talking with the manager, 
one of the girl clerks in the store, having 
overheard some of the conversation regard- 
ing Mrs. Yoeth, brushed past me. and in 
doing so, slipped a note into my hand. 

L EAYIXG the store, I walked around 
the corner, until I was sure no one 
in the place could see me, and unfolded the 
slip of paper which I knew was a mes- 
sage relative to the woman whose death I 
was trying to clear up. The note was 
brief. It advised me to interview a woman 
who had been Bessie Voeth’s most inti- 
mate friend. The name was given, but I 
do not feel that her identity should be 
revealed, even at this late date. The candy 
store clerk, in her message, also had pro- 
vided me with the residence address of the 
woman who could give me valuable in- 
formation on the matter in which I was 
interested. 

Before calling on the close friend of the 
late Mrs. Voeth, however, I stopped in at 
a telegraph office, and sent a wire to 
Sheriff Eaton, informing him of the prog- 
ress that I was making in my investiga- 
Oon. That done, I hurried to the address 
given in the note, and found the party 
I was seeking. 

She was a woman of about middle age, 
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who had seen much of liie; not neces- 
sarily what one would call callous, or 
hard, but a woman who long since had 
been disillusioned. 

Yes, she said, in answer to my ques- 
tion, she knew Bessie Voeth. Had been 
on parties with her a number of times. 
She was more than mildly interested in 
my purpose for interviewing her. 

I parried with her, not caring to tell her 
at that time that Bessie Voeth was dead. 
After some little beating about the bush, 
the woman told me of a secret love affair 
that Mrs. Voeth had indulged in. She 
could not recall the man’s name, however, 
but she did know something of his past 
life. 

For instance, she knew that Mrs. 
Voeth’s lover had served in the Army 
during the World War, and had been a 
military policeman. She also furnished 
me with other information about him. 

After leaving my informant, I returned 
to my rooms at the Masonic Club, where 
I was staying in Detroit, to receive John 
Voeth, husband of the dead woman. 

O NR of the keenest minded deputies 
on Sheriff Eaton’s staff was Harold 
Sharpstein, a former newspaper man. 
Sharpstein possessed that rare quality of 
being able to make certain deductions from 
certain incidents; a quality, I dare say, 
which is characteristic of many men of 
the press, the world over. 

In my telegram hack to Kalamazoo, I 
hinted only vaguely of the rapid develop- 
ments that were unfolding for me in 
Detroit. I did not deem it wise, at that 
time, to give any definite information as 
to what discoveries I had made, for rea- 
sons that only a trained officer would 
understand. 

But in the wire, Deputy Sheriff Sharp- 
stein read a hidden meaning. He knew, 
from the very nature of the message that 
something of tremendous importance had 
developed in Detroit, and he had a hunch 
that that something had an important bear- 
ing in Kalamazoo, he told me later. Hop- 
ing to aid, in some way, the investigation 
from his end of the case, Sharpstein de- 
termined to go himself to the scene of the 
discovery of the woman’s body, to sec if 
he could uncover anything that would 
tend to hurry along the solution of the 
murder. 

He drove alone out toward the spot 
where the corpse had lain, but as he drove 
past the home of George Hocknoll, an old 
war buddy of his, Sharpstein stopped in 
to ask Hocknoll to accompany him. 

The two went over the ground thorough- 
ly, Sharpstein told me when I returned 
to Kalamazoo, and spent quite some time 
examining the railroad tracks and the 


right-of-way for a distance of several 
yards in either direction from the ditch in 
which the freight conductor found the 
mangled torso of Mrs. Bessie Voeth. They 
found nothing, however, additional to what 
all of us already had learned from previous 
similar searches. 

Discouraged, Sharpstein returned to the 
Sheriff’s Office, Hocknoll going to his 
home. Just what he expected to find out 
there on the railroad tracks, Sharpstein did 
not know, he said ; but he had a feeling 
that something big was breaking and he 
wanted to be in on it, or at least do 
everything be could to help me. Know- 
ing that his old friend, George Hocknoll, 
had done some police work himself, both 
in the army and in private life, Sharpstein 
had felt that it might not be a bad idea 
to have the former military policeman ac- 
company liin>. 

John Voeth came to my rooms late in 
the evening of the day that I found the 
woman who had chummed with his wife. 
He was terribly distracted, and showed 
signs of much worry and loss of sleep. 
He apologized for his rather unkempt ap- 
pearance, explaining that the disappearance 
of his wife, together with the problem of 
trying to be a mother, as well as father, 
to his two small sons, had sapped his 
energies, both physical and mental. He 
added that lie had about gotten to the 
point where he no longer desired to rest, 
or eat. He only wanted to know something 
about the woman who so strangely had 
dropped out of sight, leaving her two 
children to do the best they could for 
themselves. 

“Mr. Voeth,” I said to the man, in the 
calmest voice that I could command. “I 
may have some information for you, but 
first, I would like for you to answer a 
few questions. Don’t be afraid to talk 
to me, because my interest in you and 
your wife is of a man who has a duty to 
Iicrform.” 

He looked up at me quickly, with haunted 
eyes, his lips parted as if to speak — but 
he as quickly glanced away and was silent. 
I did not waste any words in further pre- 
amble hut went right to the heart of the 
subject that I wanted brought out. 

"VOU say your wife apparently left 

I some two weeks ago and that you 
have had no word from her since that 
time,” I said, adding in the same breath : 
“and did you have a quarrel, or any mis- 
understanding immediately prior to that 
time?” 

“No, we never quarreled ; that is, nothing 
serious. Of course we had the usual little 
spats that go with most all marriages, hut 
nothing really serious, as I said," he re- 
plied quickly. 
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“You were jealous of her, weren't you?” 

1 asked, watching his face. He hesitated 
for a full minute, before answering. When 
he did speak, it was to give me a real 
shock. 

“No, I was not jealous of Bessie. I 
never had any cause to be.' She was a 
good woman.” 

I had expected Yoeth either to answer 
evasively in the affirmative, or to blurt 
right out that he had known that she had 
a lover. It was hard to believe that any 
man could be fooled as Tong as Voeth’s 
neighbor said Mrs. Voeth had fooled her 
husband, without the husband having some 
inkling or suspicion of the unfaithfulness 
of his wife. 

We talked for possibly five minutes 
longer, and after satisfying myself that 
Voeth was telling the truth, and that he 
really had known nothing of the double 
life of the mother of his two little boys, 
I told him, as kindly as it is possible to 
deliver such news : 

“Mr. Voeth,” I said, “I am afraid you 
will never see your wife again. She is 
dead — murdered.” 

“Oh, my God. My wife, my Bessie. 
Murdered! What is to become of our 
babies?” 

I have never seen a more pitiful picture 
in my life, than John Voeth, when I broke 
the news of his wife’s murder to him. 

“Take me to her. I’ve got to see. You 
surely are mistaken. It isn’t her,” he 
shrieked, tearing at his hair. 

He managed to collect himself after a 
bit, however, and pleaded to be taken to 
ihe undertaking parlors in Kalamazoo. He 
then told me of having read in the Detroit 
newspapers of the finding of the woman 
in Kalamazoo, but the description given 
in the papers had not tallied with that of 
his wife, he said. 

I told him to go on baclc home that 
night, and be ready to make the trip to 
Kalamazoo with me early the next 
morning. 

After Voeth had gone, I ate a hurried 
supper, and returned for a second inter- 
view with the woman who had told me 
of the love affair between Mrs. Voeth and 
the other man. 

I pressed her for additional details about 
the dead woman’s lover. “Can’t you recall 
any outstanding characteristic of the man ; 
what he worked at, or something of his 
regular habits?” I asked. 

She thought for a while, and suddenly 
remembered having heard the man say he 
was, or had been, an investigator for the 
Pinkerton Detective Agency. 

I brightened instantly. 

“What did you say he looked like? Was 
he a slender fellow, swarthy complexion?” 
I shot at her. 

“Yes, I believe he was. I am sure that 
he was.” 

I left immediately, hurrying to my 
rooms, fairly burning with the conviction 
that I knew the man who had alienated 
the affections of John Voeth’s wife. The 
instant the woman mentioned the Pinker- 
ton Detective Agency, the name of a 
man flashed to my mind. I had spoken 
the name that occurred to me, and my 
informant had said that it sounded 
familiar. 

Early the next morning, I caught the 
train back home, taking John Voeth and 
his two little boys with me. That ride 
from Detroit to Kalamazoo, a distance of 


not over 150 miles seemed the longest I 
ever took in my life. The train seemed 
to crawl along at a snail’s pace, such was 
my eagerness to get back, and put the 
handcuffs on the murderer of Bessie 
Voeth. 

U PON arriving back in Kalamazoo, I 
asked one of the other deputies to 
accompany Voeth to the morgue, and, 
calling Sheriff Eaton aside, I told him of 
what I had learned in Detroit, and of my 
conviction as to the identity of the secret 
lover and murderer of Bessie Voeth. 

The man we wanted, I assured Sheriff 
Eaton was in Kalamazoo, or had been 
that morning. I had taken the trouble to 
avail myself of information of his where- 
abouts before leaving Detroit, without ex- 
posing my reasons for wishing to know. 
With a squadron of six officers, the 
Sheriff and myself included, we drove to 
a place near a small residence on the out- 
skirts of the city. 

We stopped our car about a quarter of 
a mile from the house, out of sight, and 
held a hurried consultation among our- 
selves. Deputy Sheriff Sharpstein, one of 
the party of officers, said that he was ac- 
quainted with the man we were after, and 
suggested that he go alone to the house, 
and take the suspected murderer unawares. 
We all agreed that that would be the most 
expedient procedure, since it was possible, 
or even probable that the killer, if our man 
was, in fact, the slayer of Mrs. Voeth, 
would either start shooting the minute he 
discovered us approaching the house, or 
would turn his gun on himself. And we 
wanted him alive. 

Sheriff Eaton gave Sharpstein permis- 
sion to advance alone, under the pretext 
of a friendly call. Sharpstein did not 
hesitate a second w r hen he reached the 
place, but walked boldly upon the porch, 
like any other visitor would do, and 
knocked on the door. 

From where we watched, we could see 
the woman who came to the door in an- 
swer to the knock, and saw Sharpstein 
disappear within. In a few moments, we 
saw Sharpstein emerge through- the front 
door, and behind him was another man. 
The two walked away from the house, 
towards the railroad tracks, in the direc- 
tion of where we stood behind a little 
shed. 

Sharpstein and the other man were 
walking side by side, up the tracks, talking 
as casually as two very close friends. 
They reached a point parallel to the shed 
behind which we waited, and stopped. The 
shed itself sat just off the railroad, and 
Deputy Sheriff Sharpstein and our quarry 
now stood not more than fifty feet from 
us. 

Sharpstein gave us a signal, and all 
five of us stepped out at once, to face the 
man standing beside the officer. The fel- 
low cast a furtive glance behind him, as 
if considering making a break, and his 
face went ashen. 

‘‘Just stand right where you are, Hock- 
n oil,” I said, drawing my revolver. 

“Where have you been? How did you 
get here? I thought you were in Detroit.” 
George Hocknoll, the former war buddy 
of Deputy Sharpstein, ex-military police- 
man, and professed investigator for the 
Pinkerton Detective Agency stared blank- 
ly at me, and sputtered. 

A look of surprise, mingled with grief, 
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overspread George Hocknoll’s swarthy 
countenance. And no wonder. When 
Sharpstein took the ex-military policeman 
with him to view the spot where the body 
of Mrs. Voeth was found, the deputy, all 
unknowing, tipped Hocknoll off to the fact 
that big developments were unfolding at 
my end of the investigation, in Detroit. 

H OCKNOLL hadn’t expected me back 
so soon and it is doubtful that he had 
any inkling that I would ever find out 
about himself and the woman I suspected 
him of killing. He hadn’t intended taking 
any chances, however, for when we went 
tc his home, we found all his bags had 
been packed, and some of them already- 
taken to the express office and addressed 
to himself in another city. We found 
still other baggage of his at the Columbia 
Hotel in Kalamazoo, where he had gone 
preparatory to fleeing shortly after leaving 
Sharpstein, following the trip to the mur- 
der scene. 

In his house, also, we found his re- 
volver, a .38 caliber regulation army gun. 
The gun that killed Mrs. Voeth had been 
a .38 caliber. We took him to the county 
jail, and locked him up, later grilling the 
prisoner for several hours. He denied ever 
having known Bessie Voeth. 

Upon investigating George Hocknoll’s 
police record we learned that his criminal 
activities dated back to 1913 and that in 
the three years following his first arrest 
in 1913, he had been arrested eight times. 
Most of these arrests were made on lar- 
ceny charges. 

Returning to the Hocknoll home, we 
searched the place from cellar to garret. 
Our search was not entirely a waste of 
time. For in a cranny near the roof of 
the house, behind a ceiling joist, w-e found 
the stone that doubtless had been set in 
the ring that the dead woman had worn. 
With this evidence, we again confronted 
Hocknoll. 

After a while, he admitted he had known 
the woman — had even brought her to 
Kalamazoo in her car. But they had quar- 
reled when Mrs. Voeth learned that Hock- 
noll already was married, lie told us, and 
he had sent her back to Detroit. She had 
driven back in the same automobile, he 
vowed. That was the last he had seen 
of her. 

We took him to the morgue to view the 
mutilated body of his dead lover, hoping 
the sight of her would snap something in- 
side him and loosen his tongue. He walked 
unhesitatingly to the marble slab, and 
leaned over the corpse. Not a muscle in 
his face moved, nor a flicker of his eyes 
was apparent, as he said : 

“Yep, that’s her all right.” 

He was led away, and thrown into his 
cell. Later we had him on the mat again 
for a thorough grilling, but he maintained 
his avowed innocence. We repeated the 
questioning of him two or three times 
each day for nearly a week, but he stuck 
by his version of the affair. 

In the meantime, damaging evidence, in 
the nature of sly tips, was trickling into 
the Sheriff’s Office. 

One man reported that he had seen 
Hocknoll and a woman in Jackson on the 
day preceding the night of the murder. 
They were quarreling. Hocknoll got out 
of the car once and started to walk away, 
but the woman, shrieking a stream of 
oaths, slid under the wheel, and letting in 


the gears, steered the machine after her 
deserting lover. Hocknoll leaped aside 
just in time to avoid being run down, and 
jumped on the running-board as the car 
shot past him. He climbed in, cursing 
loudly, and struck his companion in the 
face. 

Hocknoll took the wheel, and headed the 
car back toward Kalamazoo, we were told. 
From Jackson we traced Hocknoll and the 
woman to the outskirts of Kalamazoo, 
where, under cover of darkness, the pair 
had parked by the roadside, and engaged 
in a heated argument. We found a man 
who had witnessed the scene, and be- 
coming interested in the pair of supposed 
lovers, the witness followed the car bear- 
ing Hocknoll and Mrs. Voeth to a place 
just opposite the spot where the body was 
found. 

The car was stopped there, our in- 
formant told us, the woman getting out, 
and running up the railroad tracks. The 
man Hocknoll, followed at a parallel with 
the fleeing figure, in the automobile. At 
this point in the little farce, which de- 
veloped into the most gripping tragedy it 
ever has been my duty to participate in, 
the man who had watched the couple for 
so long, decided that he was witnessing 
nothing more than the outcome of an un- 
successful petting party, gave up his sleuth- 
ing, and headed back to town. 

Had he waited a few seconds longer, 
he would have witnessed the most brutal, 
cold-blooded slaying in the crime annals 
of Southwestern Michigan. 

With this evidence, and much more that 
would be just as effective in court, we 
weren’t worrying a great deal whether 
Hocknoll confessed, or remained silent. 
But it is the ambition of every officer, I 
think, to obtain a confession from a 
criminal lie knows to be guilty. So we 
continued to work on the prisoner, but to 
no avail. 

Llocknoll once had suffered from a very 
serious disease, and had never entirely re- 
covered. While in jail, he had a relapse, 
and it became necessary to place him under 
the care of a physician. 

W HETHER it was because he had 
come to like Doctor Illgcnfritz, the 
physician who attended him in jail, or 
whether he had a premonition of death, 
probably will never be known, but on Sep- 
tember 8th, Hocknoll broke down. 

Looking Doctor Illgcnfritz squarely in 
the eyes, he told in lurid detail of the slay - 
ing out there on the Michigan Central 
Railroad tracks. He killed Bessie Voeth 
because he grew tired of her nagging, 
George Hocknoll confessed. 

He said he had taken her from Detroit- 
to his home in Kalamazoo, and later es- 
tablished her as housekeeper in the home 
of a relative. His wife learned of the 
other woman, and went to where she w-as 
working as housekeeper, and forced her to 
leave the city. Hocknoll and his wife took 
Mrs. Voeth to town in Mrs. Voeth’s car, 
Mrs. Hocknoll getting out. after demand- 
ing that her husband take the woman back 
where he had found her. 

Mrs. Voeth had refused to go on to 
Detroit without her money and jewels, 
which she had entrusted to Hocknoll. re- 
sulting in the quarrel in Jackson. When 
Mrs. Voeth got out of the car that night 
they were seen quarreling and she started 
up the tracks to Hocknoll’s home. 
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with him a length of leaden gas-pipe, slung 
round his shoulders in a coil, like some 
gigantic hunting-horn. 

On arriving at the villa he spent an hour 
in beating out this piping with the hammer 
into a flat ribbon twenty-five feet long. 
Then, out of a strip of linen he made a 
gag, which was fastened by a brass safety- 
pin. This he laid upon the parlor table. 
Next, with the pick and spade, he tried 
to lift a paving stone in the kitchen, so 
as to dig a grave there. But this he failed 
to do, and was compelled to abandon the 
attempt. 

Returning to the parlor, he spent some 
time in muffling the carriage wheels with 
strips of cloth, so that they might make 
no sound. Then, laying a candle on the 
mantelshelf, together with some matches, 
he placed the sword-cane on the table, and, 
taking off his boots, took his station behind 
the open door, w'ith the hammer ready in 
his hand. He was trembling, but it was 
not with fear ; it was the savage joy of the 
avenger. His wife and her companion were 
now almost due. 

At the last moment he decided not to 
use the wolf-trap. For this he gave a 
curious reason. "I preferred,” he said, “to 
kill Aubert simply!’’ 

We must now return to follow the move- 
ments of his wife. As soon as the two 
men had left her, she went round to Au- 
bert’s pharmacy, to make a signal which 
had been agreed upon, to inform him that 
the appointment for the evening still held 
good. He was to meet her, at eight o’clock, 
in the station-hall of Saint-Lazare. Then, 
while waiting for the hour to come, she 
went into the church of Saint-Louis- 
d’Antin. 

The time had been when she had loved 
to go to church, and at home to read the 
Bible, until her husband, who was an 
atheist, had forbidden her to do so. And 
now, in the dusk and silence of the building, 
she knelt and prayed to Heaven that by 
some miracle she might he kept unsullied 
with the guilt of blood. Who can depict — 
who can imagine — the agony of mind of 
this poor, passion-driven creature, who, to 
secure her children from destruction, was 
constrained to lead her lover to his doom? 
Where is the scene, in all the fantasies of 
fiction, which can surpass in horror this 
event of actual life? 

At eight o’clock she was at the station, 
where she was joined by Aubert. As they 
sat together in the train for Chatou her 
distress of mind must have been terrible. 
Rut she had to force herself to hide it — to 
smile, to bandy light remarks with her 
companion, to act a part that must have 
crushed her but for the constant image of 
her little sons. 

A T last the train arrived at Chatou 
Station. It was now nearly nine 
o'clock. They walked over to the villa. As 
they went up the little avenue Aubert 
showed signs that lie was nervous. "This 
seems all a mystery to me.” he said. “You 
know, Gabrielle, I am no hero of adven- 
ture.” She pushed open the front door. 
"Oh!” said Aubert, as he entered, “what a 
pleasant smell there is here !” “Come in.” 
she answered : and they passed into the 
vestibule. Aubert perceived, by the half- 
light from the door, a hat-rack, and hung 
up his hat. “This way 1” she said, and the 
two stepped into the unlighted parlor. Re- 
marking, "It is deuced dark in here,” Au- 


bert struck a match against his trouser-leg 
and held it up above his head. At the 
same instant Fenayrou, starting front be- 
hind the door, the hammer lifted, brought 
it down upon his head with all his force. 
The victim, with a stifled cry, went crash- 
ing to the ground. 

He was only stunned, however. The 
next moment he was up again and, wounded 
though lie was, had caught the other in a 
deadly grip. This the murderer had not 
foreseen. His plan had been. to strike the 
victim down and leave him helpless with a 
single blow, and then to light the candle 
and to gloat upon him, with the sword- 
stick ready, until the moment came to make 
an end. But now the man was at his 
throat. 

The match was not unequal ; for the vic- 
tim, though the weaker, was fighting for 
his life. The other could not use his ham- 
mer at close quarters, for the two were 
locked together in a struggle to the death. 
Fenayrou began to pant. All at once he 
raised his voice. "Gabrielle,” he gasped 
out, “come here 1 Light the candle ! 
Quick 1” 

His wife, who was waiting in the vesti- 
bule, rushed in, struck a match upon the 
mantelpiece and held it to the candle. By 
its light she saw a fight of furies. Round 
and round the room went the assailants, 
straining, raving, snarling, like wildcats in 
a cage. As they reeled in her direction, 
Aubert with his back towards her, she 
clutched him by the shoulders and drew 
him back with all her strength. Which 
of the two men she meant to aid, in the 
wild terror of the moment, who can say? 
But the action forced her lover from his 
hold and his opponent was set free. In a 
flash the hammer flew aloft and came down 
upon him like a thunderbolt. With his 
face a mask of blood and the bones broken, 
he went down, and rose no more. 

But even yet he was not dead, though he 
was past resistance. The assassin took the 
sword-stick from the table, and with his 
knee upon the victim's chest, poured out 
upon him all the venom of his soul. “I 
was tasting,” was his own expression, “the 
savage joy of my revenge.” The scene 
lasted for ten minutes. Then, fearing lest 
his enemy should lapse into unconscious- 
ness, he exclaimed, “Your last hour has 
come. By my heart you tortured me — it is 
by your heart that you shall die!” With 
that, he plunged the blade into his rival's 
heart and, as a last touch of horror, 
twirled it round within the wound. The 
victim gave a last convulsive cry — and all 
was over. 

T HE assassin pushed the body with his 
foot before the fireplace, and with a 
pair of scissors cut the clothes off. As 
soon as it was strip|>ed he drew the knees 
upon the chest and, with the leaden ribbon 
which he had prepared, he wound the 
corpse into a bundle as a spider winds a 
fly. Then he forced the gag into the mouth 
and fastened it with a brass safety-pin. It 
was designed to prevent the water from 
entering the body. 

Next he fetched the goat-cart from the 
kitchen and, laying a straw mat upon the 
bottom to keep the blood from dripping, he 
tried to lift the body into it. But the 
leaden bonds had rendered it too heavy for 
his strength, and he was forced to call his 
brother, who was watching in the garden. 
The two together got it stowed and cov- 
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ered with a counterpane, all ready to be 
taken to the river. 

It was now eleven o’clock. But it was 
Ascension Day, and bands of revellers were 
still singing in the roads. When at length 
the coast was clear they ventured forth, 
Fenayrou pushing the goat-carriage with 
its muffled wheels, while his wife and 
brother followed, Lucien carrying the coil 
of rope. Their progress was not free from 
trouble. The body wobbled in the cart, 
and three times came near to falling out 
upon the roadway, and they were forced 
to stop and readjust it. A wandering dog 
came up to sniff the counterpane and had 
to be kicked off. But at last they gained 
the bridge across the Seine. 

In the middle of the bridge they stopped, 
and while Gabrielle held the shafts, the 
two others took the body from the cart, 
passed the rope beneath the arms, and 
lifted it upon the parapet. But now the 
cord became entangled, and it took time to 
work it free. Then, when they began to 
lower the body, weighted with the lead, it 
fell with such velocity that the rope, in 
rushing through their hands, stripped off 
the skin. As the body struck the water 
with a splash a fisherman some distance 
off remarked, “That’s the butchers shoot- 
ing offal here again.” 

Pulling up the rope they coiled it in the 
cart, and proceeded to the villa. There 
Fenayrou changed his clothes, which were 
drenched from head to foot with blood, 
and made a bundle of them and of those 
of the dead man. The hammer he put into 
his pocket. The three then left the house, 
locked the door behind them, and set off 
for the station, to catch the last train back 
to Paris. Having a little time to wait, 
they partook of some refreshment at the 
buffet. Fenayrou drank three bocks and 
Lucien one, while Gabrielle took a glass of 
Chartreuse. One can fancy she required it. 

Finding an empty carriage on the train, 
they traveled second-class to Paris. As 
they passed across the Seine at Asnieres, 
Fenayrou threw the hammer into the river, 
as well as Aubert’s shoes, which were full 
of blood. A little farther on, he flung the 
dead man’s hat into a field, first ripping out 
the lining, which was marked with his 
initials. 

On reaching home Fenayrou hung up 
the bridal wreath again and restored her 
ring and trinkets to his wife. “All that is 
over now,” he said ; “we are going to start 
afresh, as on our wedding day.” 

T HE next morning, Friday, they returned 
to Chatou, and all that day, and Satur- 
day. were hard at work in cleaning up the 
parlor and getting rid of every vestige of 
the crime. They scrubbed the floors and 
goat-cart, burned the straw mat and the 
counterpane and stripped the walls of 
paper — on which the pattern was a dance of 
shepherds — which were splattered thick 
with blood. By Sunday morning they be- 
lieved that not a trace of any kind was 
left. Fenayrou was so easy in his mind 
that he took his wife to see the races, and 
they picnicked on the grass. He was con- 
vinced that all was safe — that he had made 
no oversight, no error. He had made one, 
however — and that one was fatal. 

Eleven days after the crime, a sand- 
sifter, known, strange to say, by the nick- 
name of the Chemist, was accosted by a 
sailor. “There is a body over there,” the 
sailor said, “under the boats yonder. I 


thought at first it was a dog, but it’s a 
man all right.” The other pushed off in 
his boat, and on arriving at the spot dis- 
covered there a corpse, half-floating, half- 
washed up, wound round with coils of 
lead. It was Aubert’s body. And here it 
was that Fenayrou had made his single 
error. He had misjudged the lifting power 
of a dead body long in water, and had not 
used sufficient lead. 

The man went at once to the police. The 
body was brought in. Aubert’s sister, who 
since his disappearance had moved heaven 
and earth to find him, identified him as her 
brother. The police, who had suspected 
Fenayrou, but had found no evidence 
against him, went straight to the assassin’s 
house. 

It was early in the morning, and Fenay- 
rou and his wife were still in bed. On 
the summons he came downstairs in his 
dressing-gown. His manner was quite 
easy and unruffled, as if he were about to 
greet a friend. “I have been expecting 
you,” he said to the chief detective. “I 
knew that Aubert’s sister would denounce 
me. I am innocent, of course. I need 
hardly tell you that.” 

M. Mace, the chief detective, was a keen 
observer. He noted that the skin between 
the speaker's right forefinger and the 
thumb had been recently stripped off. 
“That is nothing,” Fenayrou explained. "I 
hurt myself in slipping on a tramway.” 
It might be so; but the detective was not 
taking any chances. He put his man under 
arrest and sent him under guard to the 
police headquarters at Versailles. In the 
train the prisoner talked freely to his 
guards. 

“Aubert,” he said, “was a woman-lover, 
a Lothario. No doubt he has been mur- 
dered by some injured husband. And serve 
him right. If I had caught him with my 
wife I would have killed him like a dog. 
Thank Heaven, he never gave me reason to 
suspect him !” His manner was so natural, 
so entirely free and easy, that the officer in 
charge of him was convinced that they had 
taken the wrong man. 

In the meantime the chief detective, who 
had remained behind, had sent a message to 
the murderer’s wife to dress herself and 
come downstairs. As soon as she appeared 
he took her under his own charge. She 
said nothing at the moment, but in the 
carriage of the train to Versailles, in which 
were half a dozen other passengers, she 
seemed to waken from a kind of trance in 
which she had been sitting, and putting her 
lips to the detective’s ear she began to 
whisper to him. If the other persons in 
the carriage could have caught the mean- 
ing of that troubled murmur it would have 
thrilled them through and through. For 
she was pouring out a full confession, down 
to the minutest detail, of the story of the 
crime. 

As soon as M. Mace had got his prison- 
ers together at Versailles — Lucien having 
also been arrested — he took the train alone 
to Chatou and paid a visit to the villa. A 
minute examination of the parlor showed 
that the floor had not only been scrubbed 
clean, but painted a dull red. A little sofa 
of green rep against the wall revealed a 
speck or two of blood. Opposite the sofa, 
and between the windows, hung a life-sized 
painting of a woman consoling a young 
girl, who was weeping at her knees. This 
picture bore a curious record of the crime. 
Between the woman’s knee and ankle the 
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canvas had been slashed, and spurts of 
blood had spattered through upon the wall 
behind it. 

N EXT the detective interviewed the 
agent who had let the property to Fen- 
ayrou. It was arranged that the murderer, 
without a warning, should be confronted 
with hint face to face. The detective sent 
a message to Versailles that the prisoners 
should be conducted to the spot. They 
came; and as they were led into the villa, 
the nerve of the assassin, for the first time, 
faltered. His throat went dry — lie begged 
lor water. 

Then came a scene of drama. All at once 
his eyes fell upon a man who stood before 
him and who fixed him with a steady stare. 
In a moment, as by instinct, his arm flew 
up to hide his features. The act revealed 
his guilt. 

He knew that he was recognized and 
that the game was up. Bluff was useless; 
and he changed his tactics on the spot. 
"Yes,” he said to the detective, "it is true. 
I killed Aubert. And I will tell you why.” 
Henceforward, to the end, he set himself 
to play the part of the injured husband 
who, stung to frenzy by the jealousy which 
is as cruel as the grave, had struck to death 
the wrecker of his home. To such a crime 
of passion the laws of France are very 
lenient — but not to the slow atrocities of a 
cold and grim revenge. 

His confession — he still knew nothing of 
his wife’s — he afterwards filled out in de- 
tail while in prison. Their two accounts 
are independent, but they only differ 
slightly, and the investigations of the 
police confirm them both. They may be 
accepted, therefore, as an accurate account 
of what took place. And how vivid is the 
story which they set before our eyes! 

The chief detective at once set to work 
to reconstruct the crime. With a gendarme 
in the part of Aubert, the assassin showed 
bow he had lurked in hiding, how he had 
.-truck down the victim, how they had come 
to grips in a struggle to the death, how he 
had beaten down his enemy, how, over the 
prostrate form, he had "tasted the savage 
joy of his revenge,” how lie had driven 
the sword-cane through his rival's heart. 

Then the goat-cart was produced, a gen- 
darme was trussed up with rope in place of 
Aubert’s body, and Fenayrou, with his wife 
and , brother following, wheeled the car- 
riage to the bridge. There the rope was 
passed beneath the "body’s” arms and it 
was lifted to the parapet — they could hardly 
reconstruct the fall into the water. It 
should be noted that the assassin made no 
secret of the most atrocious details. In- 
deed he seemed to glory in them, as the 
last touches of an artist to a masterpiece 
of horror. 

A crowd of watchers had collected, in 
the mysterious way in which, on such oc- 
casions, spectators seem to spring out of 
the ground, and, guessing already what was 
in the wind, received the prisoners with 
yells of fury, and pelted them with stones. 
Gabrielle was so terrified that she had to 
be restored with smelling-salts. 

Then they were taken back to Paris, and 
locked up in prison to await their trial. 

The trial took place in August at the 
Assize Court at Versailles. The ex- 
citement throughout France had been in- 
tense. The crowd outside the court was 
so enormous, and so threatening, that the 
prisoners ran a risk of being torn to pieces. 


As is usua] in such cases, the women were 
the most relentless; and it was a hard task 
for the police to bring their charges safely 
through the hordes of termagants who, 
with hooked claws and fiery faces, were 
waiting, like a flock of furies, for their 

Prey- 

Inside, the court was crowded to the ceil- 
ing. Spectators lodged upon the window- 
sills and held on by the bars. Below, the 
scene was like the first night of a play. 
On every hand were well-known faces — 
actors, artists, senators, philosophers and 
wits. There was Albert Wolff, the cele- 
brated painter; and a greater artist still, 
Alfred Stevens. There were Lafontaine 
and Coquelin the elder, the most brilliant 
figures on the stage; and there was Meil- 
hac, who was writing plays for all the lead- 
ing theaters in Paris, now to be the spec- 
tator of a drama more intense than any of 
his own. There, too, was a galaxy of 
ladies, with their fans and scent-bottles 
and lorgnettes. 

Before the prisoners appeared, the eyes 
of all were fixed, with thrills and murmurs, 
on the strange exhibits of the crime set 
forth upon a table in the centre of the 
court. There were seen the wolf-trap, the 
coil of leaden ribbon, the cord, the gag, 
the pick and shovel, and the goat-cart — 
and, leaning against the judge’s desk, the 
empty frame of Gabrielle’s portrait from 
which her husband had torn the canvas in 
his jealous rage. But what struck every 
eye and sent a thrill through every nerve, 
was the skull of the dead man, glistening, 
white as ivory, broken in three places by 
the hammer which was lying by its side. 

Then the judges entered, and the pris- 
oners were brought into the dock. Fenay- 
rou, dressed in a coarse blue suit, which 
seemed to have been made for someone 
else, with his red beard tousled and his 
eyes of sullen fire, presented a forbidding 
figure. Gabrielle, lifting her black veil, 
showed her face, as pale as death, with 
eyes that held no lustre. She seemed, the 
gazers whispered, like a thing of wax. As 
for Lucien, he looked like a copy of his 
brother, only dirtier. From time to time 
he bleated like a lamb. 

The President began the interrogation. 
Fenayrou was taken, step by step, through 
his confession. And now the audience 
heard, for the first time, the story in its 
details — or, rather, saw it acted. For the 
assassin showed a certain gift for stage 
effect, like that of a crude actor in a melo- 
drama. When he told how he had treated 
Aubert as. a son, and how Aubert had re- 
quited his agection, "Ah 1” he cried, “the 
wretch! The villain I” And he threw his 
arms above his head with a roar that shook 
the rafters. When he described how he had 
stabbed his enemy, his voice went scaling 
upwards, until, as he came to the appalling 
words, “and then I drove the sword into 
his heart,” he ended in a cry of exultation, 
half-yell, half-laughter, like the scream of 
a hyena. By the time he reached the end 
of his recital the audience was limp with 
horror. 

T HEN came the turn of Gabrielle — in all 
respects his opposite. She gave her evi- 
dence like a woman in a trance. Every 
word and motion seemed to come from a 
marble image half alive. She added little 
to her husband’s story. She was sorry for 
her fault in taking Aubert as a lover; but, 
as to the part which she had taken in the 
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crime, she had acted for her children — for 
her children! That was all she had to say. 

When several witnesses had given evi- 
dence. the counsel for the prosecution rose 
to speak. The audience expected some- 
thing fine — and what they got was very 
fine indeed. In fact, the trial, which is a 
classic of its kind, is noted for the speeches 
of the advocates both for the prosecution 
and the defence.^ Rarely, indeed, in the 
course of a single case, can three such 
splendid efforts have been heard. 

The Prosecutor first went through the 
evidence, and then summed up the case 
against the prisoner. Fenavrou, he said, 
had shown no sign of acting in a fit of 
sudden passion, such as may sweep a man 
to murder unawares, but had laid his plans 
of slow revenge with cold deliberation. As 
for Gabrielle, he described her as a cast- 
off mistress — she had heard, according to 
his theory, that her lover was about to 
marry, and, with all the fury of a woman 
scorned, had thrown herself into her hus- 
band's plans of vengeance, heart and soul. 

“Gentlemen of the jury,” he concluded, 
“if you are convinced that this man is a 
husband who has sought a just revenge, I 
will not ask of you to strike him without 
pity. But if you feel, as I have shown 
you, that his crime is nothing better than a 
ghastly murder, it will be for you to do 
your duty. As for his wife, ah, gentlemen, 
I think the fittest comment in her case is 
silence ! Never a monster more complete, 
more hideous, has sat upon the benches of 
this dock. This woman is the perfect type 
of liar, wanton, coward and deceiver ! She 
also has deserved the penalty of death. 

“And now, gentlemen, one word and I 
have ended. When, in the hours to follow, 
the silver voice of eloquence is lifted, to 
blind your reason and to sway your hearts 
— alt, then, I charge you, gentlemen, that 
while, as men, you pity, as judges, you 
condemn !” 

A ND with that amidst “prolonged sensa- 
tion,” the orator sat down. 

Then came the turn of the defending 
counsel — first, Maitre Demange for Fen- 
ayrou. The way in which he put the case 
is very striking: 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “there are certain 
husbands who, when their wives take lov- 
ers, resign themselves to be the happiest 
of the three. These are philosophers; but 
who respects them? This man has taken 
his revenge — taken it in savage fashion, as 
a half-wild mountaineer would take it, re- 
solved that the wretch shall suffer who has 
spoiled his life. You may condemn him, 
gentlemen — it is impossible to despise him. 
Let me recall to you the tragic story of the 
knight. Sir Raoul, Lord of Coucv, who died 
at the Crusades and who charged his squire 
to bear his heart to England and to lay it 
at the feet of the Baroness de Feyel, the 
lady of his love. It was her husband who 
received the heart, and he forced his wife 
to eat it ! It is in the spirit of this baron 
of the Middle Ages that Fenavrou has 
thought fit to carry out his scheme of ven- 
geance in the presence of his guilty wife. 
It was to be her expiation. 

“Gentlemen, there are three solutions 
open to you: death, penal servitude, 
acquittal.” 

At the word “acquittal” a deep murmur 
of resentment came from certain of the 
crowd. The speaker shot his flashing eyes 
around the court. 


“Ah!” he cried, “the crowd is cruel — 
as the crowd is always cruel! But you, 
gentlemen, you do not form your judg- 
ment like the crowd, but with your reason 
and your sense of justice. And never will 
your lips decree that a man who has 
avenged so foul a wrong against his name 
shall wear, throughout a life of prison, the 
green cap of the assassin, or, like the vilest 
criminal, shall climb the ladder of the 
guillotine I" 

A finer piece of special pleading never 
thrilled a court. 

Then followed Gabrielle’s counsel, Clem- 
ent de Royer, with an appeal that stirred 
the hearts of all who listened : 

“Gentlemen, this man had threatened that 
he would kill her children. She knew that 
he would keep his word. She was like a 
mother who, when the house is burning, 
throws herself out of the window with her 
children in her arms. What matter if she 
perish, so her children may be saved! It 
was from this brute and bully that she 
strove to save them — from this demon, 
standing over her with a revolver crying, 
‘Obey me, aid me, or your sons shall die!’ 
You will have pity, gentlemen, upon this 
most unhappy woman, who was a wife no 
longer, but a slave — remembering that what 
for him had been the joy of vengeance, for 
her had been the horror of despair I” 

T HE effect of these speeches had been 
great. What would be their effect 
upon the verdict? As the jurymen filed 
out, the audience were agog with excite- 
ment and expectation. So great was the 
tumult of discussion that when, after an 
hour's deliberation, the jury reappeared, the 
President had some trouble in restoring 
order. But it was in the midst of a dead 
silence that at last the verdict was de- 
livered. 

All three prisoners were found guilty of 
murder; but Gabrielle and Lucien with ex- 
tenuating circumstances. Fenayrou was 
sentenced to the guillotine; Gabrielle to 
penal servitude for life; while Lucien got 
off with seven years. 

Fenayrou walked calmly from the dock. 
Gabrielle, though as white as marble, dis- 
played no symptoms of emotion; while 
Lucien was led out, bleating still, supported 
by two warders. 

This verdict, in the case of Fenayrou, 
was clearly right. If the trial had taken 
place in England, he would certainly have 
hanged. Gabrielle's sentence has been much 
discussed. The plea put forward by her 
counsel seems to us the sound one. In 
England she would, we think, have been 
acquitted. 

But this was not the end. The Court of 
Cassation, on appeal, descried a legal flaw, 
and ordered a new trial. This took place 
in the Assize Court of Paris. The same 
evidence was called ; the same facts were 
brought to light ; but the verdict of the 
jury was a new and strange one. Fen- 
ayrou, like his wife, received extenuating 
circumstances, and, like her, was sent to 
penal servitude for life. That is to say, 
the assassin and torturer was no blacker 
in guilt than the girl whom he had 
forced to choose between her lover and 
her sons. 

As for Lucien, who had no kind of griev- 
ance against the man whom he had helped 
to butcher in cold blood, he was acquitted 
altogether — as if he had been as sheer an 
instrument of his brother’s will as the 
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hammer or the goat-cart. The spectators 
in the court received this strange decision 
with a gasp of stupefaction. And well 
they might. The verdict is, perhaps, the 
most ridiculous on record. 

Gabrielle was sent to serve her term in 
Clermont Prison. There, her sweet and 
winning nature made her many friends. 
She rose to be the mistress of the laundry. 
It is easy to imagine that her life in 
prison was far happier than her life with 


her ogre husband. She was released in 
1903. 

As for Fenayrou, he was conveyed to the 
penal settlement in New Caledonia. After 
a while, he was set to manage the dis- 
pensary, but being detected in an act of 
theft was reduced to the position of a 
ferryman. In the end he died of cancer 
of the liver. And with him passed away 
a viler wretch than any fiend of the 
Inferno. 


Confessions of Frank Silsby — Master 
Criminal 

A C 

( Continued from page 66 ) 


"No. What do I want to see him 
about ?” 

"You’ll have to get his sanction before 
we can pull it.” 

T HERE are a lot of surprises in the 
career of every crook, but the greatest 
surprise of my life came when the man to 
whom I had been referred by the deputy 
sheriff and with whom I was planning 
the robbery of a St. Louis County bank, 
informed me that I would have to ask for 
“permission” to carry through the project. 
The person, he said, who would have to 
place official approval on my proposed un- 
dertaking was William P. Colbeck, then the 
lender of the Egan gang, a power in city 
and county politics, and director-general 
of perhaps the greatest criminal organiza- 
tion in modem police history. 

Colbeck, now a prisoner in Atlanta Fed- 
eral Penitentiary, was then at the height 
of his power. The crime which was to 
send him and his cohorts to prison for 
twenty-five years had not yet been com- 
mitted. I heard of Colbeck and his gang 
before moving to St. Louis, but I had not 
even suspected the kind of a strangle-hold 
which he actually had on the city and 
county. As 1 later learned, his word was 
almost law. And now my prospective con- 
federate in a robbery was insisting that I 
must get Dint’s sanction before we could 
pull the job. I talked and argued against 
such action, hut my friend was adamant. 
“You’ll have to ask Dint,” he insisted. 
“Why do we have to ask him?” 

“So that the Egan gang will get its cut 
out of it.” 

“The gang’s cut on our job?” 

“Sure, Dint and the boys get a cut on 
everything — beer, booze, gambling, graft, 
jobs, road-houses, and all the rest of it.” 
“They won’t get a cut on this.” 

"Listen — if you pull it with permission 
and there’s a big squawk, it'll be squared 
(fixed up). If you pull it without the 
necessary say-so, the gang will find out 
who did it and send 'Chippy’ around for 
the cut anyway." 

“Who’s Chippy?” 

“Chippy Robinson, the head of the gang’s 
firing squad.” 

“Now you listen to me,” I told him. “I’m 
going to pull a lot of stuff in St. Louis and 
St. Louis County, and I'm not going to 
ask anybody’s permission. I’ll tell you a 
story : Once upon a time I was in a town 
and I had to ask a big politician for per- 
mission to pull a job. He told me it was 
O. K., to go ahead, but that if there was 
a loud squawk, I'd have to turn the money 


back. I told him that was agreeable. I 
was a little green then. I pulled the job 
and when I got back to my quarters an 
hour later, the telephone bell had been 
ringing so long it was hot. It was the 
politician. He told me that the authorities 
were howling all over the place — that we 
had been 'made’ by a policeman, and that 
unless we turned the dough back we would 
get a rap. 

“I took it back. Two weeks later I 
found out that there had been no squawk — 
that the politician had put the money in 
his own sock. Never again for me. The 
question for you and me to decide is do 
nr pull this job f I'm not going to cut 
with anyone except the boys who pull it. 
Do we, or don’t we?” 

He agreed to take a chance with me on 
the robbery and we went over all the' de- 
tails. Two or three days later he brought 
a couple of his friends to my road-house 
on the Big Bend Road. They were Cuckoo 
gangsters. We again went over the plans 
and called on my newly-made friend, the 
deputy sheriff, to talk with him. He was 
too eager, and after he departed we came 
to the conclusion that we were taking a 
long chance — that perhaps he was planning 
to make a reputation for himself by double- 
crossing us and enabling himself and his 
deputy pals to shoot us down as we came 
out of the bank. We called off that par- 
ticular job, but the deal was not without 
a development that was satisfactory to me, 
because the fellow I was planning the rob- 
bery with and the boys he brought along 
with him decided to play ball with me. 
We agreed that it would be best not to as- 
sociate with each other, nor to be seen 
together excepting when, properly masked, 
we would pull a job. 

I N the week that followed we gave the 
police plenty of work and the insurance 
companies considerable grief. In the mean- 
time, I was getting acquainted and had 
made numerous connections. I had met a 
lot of the best known professional bonds- 
men, some tipsters, some contact men. pol- 
iticians, fixers, and other grafters. I had 
been out to Maxwelton Inn, headquarters 
of the Egan gang, and had met Colbeck. 
Ray Renard, Oliver Dougherty, and a lot 
of others. I had become acquainted with 
"Jellyroll” Hogan, and some of his boy 
friends, and had met “Shorty” Russo, who 
later was assassinated. I also made the ac- 
quaintance of the men at the Central Dis- 
trict Police Station, having been picked up 
a time or two as a suspect. 

Colbeck had not bothered me, and dur- 
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ing my St. Louis operations I never had 
one run in with him. I went out to Max- 
welton Inn one night as the guest of sev- 
eral young men. One of them, unknown to 
me, was the sworn enemy of Chippy Rob- 
inson. Chippy had sworn to kill him on 
sight and only a few weeks before had as- 
saulted the young man and lacerated his 
scalp with the butt of a gun. Chippy had 
not fared so well in the fight and had 
vowed to kill him. 

When we entered the Inn that night we 
all checked our pistols along with our hats, 
as was customary. “No guns in the dining 
room,” was one of Dint’s rules. 

We were sitting at a table, sipping a 
drink, when Colbeck came running in. He 
addressed me: 

“Get that bird out of here quick!” he 
said, pointing to the young man with the 
lacerated scalp. “Get him out of here be- 
fore Chippy kills him. You ought to know 
better than to bring him herel” 

“I didn’t bring him in here. I came with 
him and his friends, but if there is going 
to be a shooting scrape I’ll get my gun,” 
and I proceeded to do just that. Then I 
started back for the table. . . . 

Dint glared at me — but there was no 
shooting. 

Chippy, out in the barroom, apparently 
had calmed down. 

I sold my road-house and moved to a 
West End apartment. The connection 
I had made with the Cuckoos continued 
to be a good one. Pay-rolls and banks in 
St. Louis, St. Louis County and across 
the river in Illinois were robbed. 

I was now being arrested with more or 
less regularity, and was classified by the 
police as a Cuckoo gangster, although I 
was merely associated with some of the 
boys who were known as Cuckoo gang- 
sters and who operated more or less under 
the protection of a St. Louis minor poli- 
tician, who is well, if not favorably, 
known in police circles and around the 
Municipal Courts Building. 

T WAS beginning to feel the sting of 
1 the professional bondsman, and what 
a sting those St. Louis bondsmen carry I 
What a hole they’ make in a crook’s bank- 
roll. 

I was in and out of the holdover, with 
free entrance, but the exit, that always 
had to be opened by the bondsman, cost 
from $250 to $1,000, depending upon how 
badly I wanted out. 

I was engaging in numerous crimes, but 
I seemingly was losing money. I had 
$45,000 on my arrival in St. Louis and 
this had been reduced to $30,000. 

Then came my first St. Louis experi- 
ence in beating the law. A bank had 
been robbed of several thousand dollars. 
For my own protection I have declined 
to give the name of the bank. I was ar- 
rested a short time after the robbery and 
taken to Central District Police Station 
and was placed in the “shadow box.” 

Numerous witnesses to the bank hold- 
up looked at me there and one of them 
gave me a shock by saying : “That’s one 
of the men. I’m positive.” 

The grand jury was in session and I 
was indicted on a charge of robbery in 
the first degree. Bail was fixed at $25,000. 

I started my campaign to beat the in- 
dictment, and escape without punishment 
by sending for a well-known professional 
bondsman. 



.HAIR 

color 



I sat in a cell in the St. Louis jail 
awaiting developments. I had been posi- 
tively identified as one of the bandits, who, 
a few days before, had swooped down on 
a bank and, threatening to kill any person 
who might resist, had escaped with 
thousands of dollars in cash and securi- 
ties. 

In addition, some of the stolen bonds 
had been seized, identified, and were to 
be used as evidence against me. I had 
been promptly indicted, but the hue and 
cry was over so far as the public was 
concerned and I was now just an ex- 
convict who had been caught with the 
goods, and who was safely locked up and 
in due time would be tried. But I had 
no intention of going to trial if I could 
avoid it, and I believed that I could beat 
that indictment out of court. 

I T will again be recalled that in the 
opening installment of this series of 
articles I promised to supply the answers 
to a number of questions which were 
asked by A. B. Bussmann, a St. Louis 
business man, after his place of business 
had been robbed by pay-roll bandits. 
During the course of these articles I have 
answered all of the questions but one. 
That question is : “How do so many ban- 
dits learn the names of witnesses when 
cases have been submitted to the grand 
jury and, learning their identity, how do 
so many robbers proceed to eliminate 
such witnesses?” 

It is my intention to answer that ques- 
tion in this installment, and, in addition, 
to disclose, step by step, the inside de- 
tails of how, by bribery, trickery and 
fraud, with the aid of a professional 
bondsman, an unethical lawyer and a poli- 
tician who is known to the police as a 
“fixer,” I defeated the ends of justice and 
was set free. 

My first move, following my transfer 
from the Central District Police Station 
to the City Jail, was to send for a well- 
known professional bondsman. 

“Your bond has been fixed at twenty- 
five thousand dollars,” he said. “Ten 
percent is two thousand five hundred. 
Give me two thousand five hundred and 
I’ll have you out of here in an hour.” 

“Get the bond fixed and I’ll have the 
money for you when I sign it,” I told him. 
I then sent for a friend and gave him 

an order on for $2,500. was a 

St. Louis business man, honest and re- 
spectable, who always kept my bank-roll 
for me. 

A crook must know some individual to 
whom he can entrust his money. He can- 
not carry it, for some thug may slug and 
rob him. He cannot use a checking ac- 
count. nor a savings account, nor a safe- 
deposit box, for all those things are sub- 
ject to the processes of law and his bank- 
roll might be put in as evidence against 
him. 

I got the money, the bond was signed 
and approved and I was released from 
custody. Had I been in a bad financial 
way, I would have arranged a robbery as 
quickly as possible, but I had money 
enough to devote my time to squirming 
out of that indictment. The next day I 
consulted my lawyer. 

“How about a nice little alibi?” he sug- 
gested, after I had admitted that I had 
participated in the robbery. "A good 
alibi is the best defense in the world and 
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I have a couple of fine ideas on original 
ones. Right now alibis are going over 
in great shape. The juries are eating 
them up and within the last few weeks 
juries have ‘walked’ (acquitted) several 
men who were in tighter jams than you 
are." 

T O have listened to him talk you might 
have mistaken him for a salesman, or 
a modiste, trying to sell someone the 
newest Paris fashions. 

“I don’t want an alibi,” I told him. ‘‘In 
the first place. I’ve been identified. In the 
second place, there is the best of cor- 
roborative evidence against me — they got 
some of those bonds we lifted. In the 
third place, I don't want to take any 
chances on what a jury might do. I 
want to beat this case out of court.” 
“\VTio identified you?” 

“How do I know? If I knew, I prob- 
ably would not have called on you. I 
want to find out who identified me.” 

“I guess I could get to find out.” 

“That’s what I’m here for. How much 
is it going to cost?” 

“This looks like a tough case. I'll take 
a five thousand retainer and if we put it 
over, it’ll cost you five thousand more. 
You'll have to pay all other expenses.” 

“That’s O. K. with me. When will you 
see ?” 

“I'll call him now.” He called a tele- 
phone number and found a man who is 
known as a politician and a “fixer.” He 
outlined what was wanted and after tell- 
ing the man to hold the ’phone, turned to 
me and said if we wanted to know the 
name of the identifying witness at once 
it would cost $1,500. 

I told him to go ahead. 

A N hour later the man came to the 
lawyer’s office with a slip of paper 
for which I paid $1,500. On the paper 
was typed the name, age, occupation and 
address of the identifying witness. He 
was an employe of the bank we had rob- 
bed, and, for the purpose of this story, 
we will call him “Smith.” 

“There is another matter we would 
like to have you get busy on,” my lawyer 
told the “fixer.” “There is some evidence 
against Silsby, some securities, I believe, 
that we would like to get hold of. Can 
you get them?” 

The man whistled. 

“Not so easy,” he said. “No so easy.” 
“Five thousand dollars is our price and 
you can split it any way you have to.” 

“I’ll get ’em." he said. “For ten grand 
I’ll get you the Municipal Courts Building.” 

While the “fixer" was working that an- 
gle I had some friends sound out friends 
of the bank employe, Smith, on the ques- 
tion of my identification. 

We learned he was not 100 percent pos- 
itive, that the police had encouraged him 
to make his identification positive, but, at 
the same time, he was not the type who 
could be scared out of town by intimida- 
tion. We established likewise, that his 
connections were such that there would 
be a terrible roar and real trouble caused 
in the event he should be “taken for a 
ride.” 

After analyzing the situation, my law- 
yer agreed the thing to do was “to ap- 
peal to his sense of justice” and and to 
arrange a special occasion for his bene- 
fit at which to make the appeal. 


What a sham we imposed on young 
Mr. Smith — and how he fell for it. First, 

I got one of my friends, a Cuckoo gang- 
ster who bore a slight resemblance to 
me, and taught him his lines. Then the 
lawyer got two young attorneys to act 
as witnesses. 

It was close to midnight when the three 
lawyers, my impersonator and myself 
drove out to the Smith home. I remained 
in the automobile, while the rest of the 
party went up to the door. The young 
man answered the door bell. My lawyer 
gave him a preliminary thrill by announc- 
ing in a gruff tone : “We’re here to set 
you about that Silsby matter.” 

I IMAGINE the young man’s immediate 
impression was that he was going to 
be shot, but my lawyer, to relieve the 
situation, handed the young man his 
card. Smith invited them into the house. 
My attorney, pointing to my impersona- 
tor, asked : “Mr. Smith, do you know 
this man?” 

“No, I do not know him,” Smith re- 
plied, truthfully. 

“Did you ever see him before?” 

“No, sir. I never saw him before.” 
“Are you certain?” 

“Positive.” 

Then my impersonator got his cue — a 
nudge from the lawyer. 

“Then why, Mr. Smith, did you iden- 
tify me as the robber? I’m Frank Sils- 
by!” 

Smith was badly confused. 

“I didn’t get a good look at you,” he 
said. 

“Now that you have had a good look 
at Silsby, would you identify him as one 
of the robbers?” 

“No, sir, I would not.” 

“You do not want to do this unfortu- 
nate young man a grave injustice and 
send him to the penitentiary, do you?” 
“No. sir.” 

“You understand that these two young 
men here are attorneys, and that they 
have heard and witnessed what trans- 
pired here tonight, and are prepared to 
testify to all the details in events you 
should take the stand and identify Sils- 
by?” 

“I understand.” 

“And you are prepared to renounce your 
original identification?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Will you sign this statement, and will 
you inform the police and circuit attor- 
ney of your mistake?” 

“I will, because I am honestly sorry. 
It was an honest mistake.” 

He signed the document and kept his 
word to the lawyer. There was a pretty 
row at the detective bureau and in the 
office of the circuit attorney. But the cir- 
cuit attorney was not beaten — there was 
another ace in the hole, those seized se- 
curities. When he went to look for the 
securities they weren't there. The “fixer” 
had taken care of that. He had dangled 
$2,500 under someone's nose and that per- 
son had produced the evidence. This 
should show the reader clearly just how 
crooks with money beat the law. 

M Y case was never tried : and the in- 
dictment was eventually dismissed. 
It cost me $20,150 to dispose of the 
case. Here is the itemized expense, all 
of which of course, was paid with money 
I had stolen at one time or another : 


STUDY TO BE A 

DETECTIVE 


SCIENCE 

OF 

CRIME 
DETECTION 


J. D. CONNERS 


A complete 
course In mod* 
ern secret ser- 
vice with a his- 
tory of crime 
and criminals. 
Formerly sold 

‘or $36.00 

This famous 
book on the 
Science of 
Crime Detec- 
tion by John D. 
Conners, F.P.E. 
Now in new 
revised form 
only 

$2.98 

A complete 
handbook for 
students, police- 
men, and de- 
tectives. 

Endorsed and 
approved by 
prominent de- 
tectives. 


PRACTICAL INSTRUCTION 


H EREIN you will study and learn the mental qualities 
that a detective needs, how to train your faculty of 
obtervallon, how to deteimine the motive from the 
effect, how to connect clues by reasoning, how to shadow, 
how to report, the habits and characteristics of criminals, 
the laws of arrest, identification, methods of handling 
cases, tracing and roping criminals. 

Full of valuable information for scientific study. Full 
of psychology of human nature. Information that will 
serve you well in every walk of life. 

There is nothing else like it. The book is fully copy- 
righted — cannot be imitated. 

The Conners System teaches and trains you how to de- 
velop the qualities both mental and physical that are 
necessary to become a detective. When you finish this 
course of home study and master all of the valuable in- 
formation, you are better prepared to become a detective. 

It is easy, pleasant reading. You will be amazed at the 
revelations it contains, astounded at the way the psy- 
chology of crime is revealed. 

When you finish, you have advanced yourself, have 
greater power, a stronger personality and knowledge. 


PITT DETECTIVE AGENCY 

Dept. 44T, 153 Court St., New Haven, Conn. 

SEND NO MONEY — Sign below — then pay postman 
on receipt of book $2.98 plus a few cents postage. 
If not entirely satisfied return the book in 5 days 
and we return your money — or — if you choose 

—SEND $3.00 IN ADVANCE AND WE PREPAY 
POSTAGE. 


Signed 
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GDont Give Up 
the Good Things 
in Life 

YOU CAN HAVE 

A HEALTHY POWERFUL 

BODY 

A TRAINED EDUCATED 

MIND 

AND SUCCESS IN WINNING 

FORTUNE 


Don’t hobble along through life 
envying the real man or woman who 
has a body to be proud of, a brain that 
compels success, the money to enjoy the 
luxuries of life! You can have them too if 
you go at it right. And NOW you can easily 
learn what it is that gives health, wealth and 
influence to people who started with nothing— 
how YOU can bring out your hidden powers and 
achieve your own ambition I 

HOW TO WIN 

AGAINST ALL HANDICAPS 

Weakness, poverty, lack of schooling are handicaps 
that CAN BE OVERCOMEI Here's a man who 
did it and who now tells you HOW. Read his 
frank, intimate story and you will find it a wonder- 
ful guide to the WINNING OF YOUR OWN 
SUCCESS! 

“THE TRUE STORY OF 
BERNARR MACFADDEN” 

! This obscure boy. sick. poor, unschooled, won 
health, education, wealth; became one of America 8 
greatest business pioneers — entirely through his 
own efforts. Now he wants to help YOU by reveal- 
ing all he has learned in the hard school of ex- 
perience. 

In This Fascinating Story 
You Will Find the 
Secrets of Success 

For the first time the amazing career of 
Bernarr Nlacfadden is recorded — his plan of 
self -development, his conquest of sickness, 
his business methods, his tight for hnancial 
power, his way of acquiring influence, his 
creation of one of America s greatest or- 
ganizations. And it is all told in a way that 
makes this book a guide to success for YOU. 


What This Man 
Has Done I 
YOU Can Do ♦ 

As he overcame his handicaps, so 
can you. As he fought his \\ay to 
success, so can you. Read this book 
and it wilt open 0 future foi ) OU 
richer and more successful than you 
ever dreamed was possible. 

This Coupon Is 
Your Opportunity 

— an opportunity which may not 
come again. You can't afford to 
delay, for the reading of this book 
may open your eyes to your own 
powers, may l>e the turning point 
of your career. You have the 
makings of success In you. Send 
the coupon today and learn HOW. 



Lewis A. Copeland Company, Dept. TD-6 
119 West 57th St., New York. 

Send me a copy of THE TRUE STORY OF 
B ERNA R R M ACFADDEN. 

□ I inclose $2.50. Send the book prepaid. 

□ Send C. O. D. I will pay the postman $2.50 plus a 
few cents postage. 


City ' State. 


Bondsman $ 2,500 

Attorney fee 10,000 

To fixer for obtaining name of 

witness ... 1,500 

To two attorneys who acted as 

witnesses 400 

To friend who posed as me 250 

To fixer who obtained the evi- 
dence 5,000 

Incidentals 500 


Total $20,150 


The expenditure of this big sum had 
caused a serious shrinkage in my bank- 
roll. I needed money and wanted to get a 
robbery lined up as quickly as possible, 
so I drove out to the Egan gang hang- 
out at Maxwcltori Inn to see what was 
going on. 

1 HAVE often wondered if the citizens 
who took pride in their ability to obtain 
admittance to the old Maxwelton Inn — 
the armed stronghold of Dint Colbeck's 
Egan gang — ever realized that by their 
very presence they became Colbeck’s 
dupes and that after he let them in he 
was in position to trade on their names 
and influence? I wonder if they ever 
knew how he boasted that he had “hood- 
winked” them into believing that he was 
their friend and that he was proud to 
have them patronize his fortress, cat his 
food and drink his liquor. 

What a pest-camp ! I have seen mere 
boys — nice clean kids — stepping out in 
their first long pants, examine the weap- 
ons of society’s worst killers and feel 
the muscles of degenerate strong-arm 
men. 

I have seen honest, respectable, law- 
abiding citizens who would think but lit- 
tle of a breakfast in the White House, 
glory in mingling with the riffraff that 
trailed along behind Colbeck, and I’ve 
seen them introduce Chippy Robinson to 
their friends with a patronizing gusto 
that was sickening. 

I've sat at a table out there when the 
slobber-lipped members of the gang’s 
murderous “firing squad” returned from 
the bloody mission of bumping off some 
human being and dumping his blanket- 
wrapped body in the weeds — to be sa- 
luted with friendly slaps on the back by 
a host of admiring St. Louis and St. 
Louis County citizens who, with out-of- 
town friends frequented this hangout. 

There was Ray Renard, “the Fox", the 
cool, cigar-smoking pet of Dint Colbeck; 
Oliver Dougherty, the good-natured ; 
Steve Ryan, the good-looking, business- 
like chap who knew the bank and pay- 
roll business; Chippy Robinson, the 
feared ; “Cotton” Eppelsheimer, the tool — 
and all the rest of them, surrounded by 
toadying, drink-buying business and pro- 
fessional men who thought it smart and 
unusual (which it was) to associate with 
gangsters and gunmen. 

I’ve seen decent girls, who went out 
there with foolish, shrivel-souled escorts, 
merely to look and shiver — and I've seen 
them again, as some gunman’s “moll" 
(sweetheart). 

Grafters, taking a petty toll for favors 
. . . policemen, out for their whisky . . . 
lawyers, looking for business . . . gam- 
blers and road-house keepers paying the 
shake-down money . . . politicians, talking 
to “Mister” Colbeck about the next elec- 


tion . . . and the poor, deluded citizen, 
just out for a lark. 

What a picture ! What a commentary 
on American life! And someone asks, 
‘‘what price crime f” 

Maxwelton Inn was not only the 
Stronghold of the Egan gang and 
the playhouse of good folks from the 
city, but it was, as well, a place of con- 
tact, and sanctuary, for crooks and 
thieves from all parts of the nation. The 
proud boast of the joint was that no pris- 
oner had ever been taken from Maxwel- 
ton Inn ! 

On the night to which I have referred 
I went out to the inn for the purpose of 
finding some means of replenishing my 
bank-roll. I had just beaten an indict- 
ment for robbery in the first degree “out 
of court,” and the professional bonds- 
man, the “fixer,” and my lawyer had 
nicked my roll for a total of $20,150, 
as I disclosed heretofore. 1 wanted to re- 
cuperate, and as swiftly as possible. 

As I sat at a table, I recognized one 
of the most notorious cracksmen of the 
day, and I beckoned for him to join me. 

"What’s the lay, Boots?” I asked him. 

“The lay? O. K. But the bank-roll’s 
gone to the bookies. What are you do- 
ing?” 

“I’ve got a job in the making.” 
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Here is a statement which Frank Silsby 
wrote out and signed, and which he says is 
true. This depends, of course, on the 
individual, and is a condition all good police 
departments try to stamp out where they 
know it exists 

The job was the robbery of a bank in 
Illinois at a place I shall not name. 
Boots was ready to join me. 

We left St. Louis in a stolen car in 
company with some carefully selected 
assistants. It was winter and snow 
threatened and the temperature was fall- 
ing. When we reached the town it was 
dark. 

The bank was entered and its vault 
was opened without difficulty, and with 
but little noise. The robbery netted more 
than $40,000. 

T HE return trip to St. Louis was be- 
gun. A few miles out of town snow 
began to fall and within a few minutes 
we were all but lost in a blinding snow- 
storm. The car was worthless, because 
we could not see the highway. We de- 
cided to abandon it, and take to the 
woods. Good fortune was with us, and 
we found a road leading from the high- 
way. We followed this a short distance 
and ditched the car. Walking some dis- 
tance in the woods, we paused and, aided 
by a flashlight, counted and divided the 
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money. Each man was to go his own 
way. If we remained together, all would 
be caught, undoubtedly. Separated, some 
ol us at least, might escape. 

It was a strange scene, there in the 
woods, as we counted the stolen money, 
divided it, and then separated. 

I have heard much about the “easy 
life of a criminal.” For the benefit ol 
the young men who have not followed 
my story from its inception, and who 
know nothing of the horrors of the twen- 
ty-one days of torture which I suffered 
in the dungeon of Minnesota's State 
Prison, when I was hung to the wall by 
my wrists, let me call attention to the 
tortures which I suffered following this 
robbery. Multiply the agony of these by a 
thousand, and you will know a little of 
the hardships of a life of crime — but just 
a little. 

The whole county was alarmed. Posses 
were searching for us. The snow was 
blinding and the temperature was below 
zero. I was cold and all but starved. I 
had more than $15,000 in my pockets, but 
I could not buy meal nor a bed. It was 
walk, walk, walk, and hide! No sleep, no 
food. I stumbled through the woods, trying 
tc. keep as close to the railroad tracks as 
possible, so that I would not lose my 
direction. I fell into snow drifts, tore my 
clothing, bruised my body. I used snow 
for water, and ate dried corn and corn 
stalks. For four nights and five days 1 
did not sleep, nor did I taste food. At the 
end of that period I reached East St. 
Louis — a living scarecrow. Even at that 
I was more fortunate than my fellows. It 
took one man five and a half days to 
get back to the city, and Boots, who was 
old and worn, came in on the seventh 
day after the robbery and then spent two 
months in a hospital. 

O UR next robbery was to be in a 
western city. I did not wait for 
Boots to recover from his experiences, 
but, getting the information from him and 
promising him a quarter-cut of the loot, 
I started out with two companions. The 
distance was too great to risk the use of 
a stolen automobile, so I purchased a 
used car under a fictitious name. 

We loaded shotguns, pistols, diamond 
drills and hammers under the rear seat 
and pulled out of Maxwelton Inn, cn route 
to Kansas City, our first stop. 

Crossing the Missouri River at St. 
Charles, we drove on through Foristel, 
Wentzvillc, Fulton and into Columbia. 
Just as we drove through that city we 
had a puncture. I drove to a garage 
close to the Daniel Boone Tavern and 
instructed the garageman to repair the 
tube. 

Instead of one of us remaining with 
the automobile we all walked across the 
street to a little restaurant to get a sand- 
wich. I was the first to finish and. being 
the driver, I returned to the garage to 
get the car. As I was about to enter I 
observed that it was surrounded by po- 
licemen and civilians. A nosy mechanic 
had discovered a pistol in a side pocket 
and, investigating, had also found the 
tools of our craft. 

I saw that my companions were leav- 
ing the restaurant and I gave them a sig- 
nal that everything was wrong and 
started walking in the direction of the 
state highway. I had a pistol in a hol- 


ster under my left arm. We reached the 
highway, my pals concealed themselves, 
and I walked into the middle of the road 
to stop the first automobile, regardless 
of the direction in which it was bound. 
The first machine was a Nash with a 
New York license, and, pretending to be 
an" officer, I flagged it. The driver 
stopped. 

“I'm sorry to intrude,” I began, “but 
I’m in trouble and I have to get to Kan- 
sas City. I've some friends with me who 
are in the same fix. We want to be nice 
about it. and we’ll pay you for your 
trouble, but of course, if you want to be 
nasty ” 

With that, I displayed my pistol. 

"Get in,” the driver said. "Call your 
friends — as many as can get in. We’re 
on our honeymoon — I’ve got a job in 
California — we love each other — and I 
hope nothing will happen.” 

He was a nice young man. After he re- 
covered from the nervousness of having 
a gang of armed bandits in the tonneau 
of his car, he was real pleasant. We got 
along fine. We paid all the expenses and 
gave him $50 when we reached Kansas 
City. He was so pleased he wanted to 
take us to a theater that night, but we 
declined, and caught the first train for 
St. Louis. 

S OME weeks later a Chicago man was 
not so lucky. I had a tip on a job in 
Chicago and had gone up there to look 
it over. I was giving it the once over, 
when the unexpected happened. I stood 
watching the transfer of $200,000 when a 
man walked up and opened fire on an- 
other man. I had never before seen 
either of them. The unfortunate victim 
fell dead within five feet of me. It was 
one of those gang killings. I was known 
to the Chicago police and did not want 
a “rap” for a murder about which I knew 
nothing, so I ran from the scene. Dash- 
ing around a corner I saw a big Cadillac 
with a lone driver, moving slowly. I 
leaped on the running-board, climbed in- 
to the tonneau and shouted: “Get me 
away from here.” 

The driver, very indignant, turned to 
argue. 

“Get out of my machine,” he ordered. 
“Beat it, quick 1” I responded. 

He slammed on his brakes and turned 
to argue. I hit him with the butt of a 
pistol and told him to drive ahead. 
Groaning, cursing and threatening, he 
proceeded. He talked about a life term 
in prison, about lethal gas, the noose and 
electrocution, but kept on driving. Seven 
miles from the scene of the shooting I 
got out. He swore he would have me ar- 
rested, but I advised him to forget it and 
told him to have his scalp dressed. 

Failure followed failure. We had a tip 
on a pay-roll robbery. Just as we 
started on the undertaking I threw the 
car in first and the gear handle snappen 
off. Again, a few days later, I had a 
narrow escape from death at the hands 
of the police during a bank robbery. One 
of the men dropped his pistol in front 
of the bank; another on the inside, dis- 
covered his automatic was empty ; a third, 
seeing a bank employe run out a rear 
door, pursued him, chased him three 
blocks and escaped arrest only because 
we picked him up on our getaway. That 
getaway, incidentally, was to the tune of 
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Read This Answer From 
A World-Famous 
Trans-Atlantic Pilot 

VOU can get into one ol Aviation * 
big-paying job* on the ground or 
in the air when you have the special 
training that employers are de- 
manding today. Aviation is mov- 
ing fast, expanding, paying big 
safariea — but ft lias no place, no lime 
for empty hands or empty heads. 
The feverish race for the construc- 
tion of new airports, the building of 
new planes and equipment rushes 
ahead in the most amazing de- 
velopment any industry has ever 
seen — trained men. and trained men 
only — are in tremendous demand. 
Here now is the quick and certain 
way to get the right kind of training 
— and get it economically, too. Get 
it at Home under the personal direc- 
tion of Walter Hinton. His famous 
home-study couras in the funda- 
mentals of Aviation is getting CASH 
RESULTS for hundreds of men 
right now, because it's scientific, it's 
thorough, it's practical. 
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FACTS about Hinton's course, and 
his Free Result-getting Employ- 
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police pistols and one of the bullets cut 
the button from my cap. The job netted 
each man less than $500. 

There was a tip that a bank in Col- 
umbia, Missouri, would yield $18,000 or 
$20,000. We went to some expense and a 
great deal of preparation and swooped 
down on the bank at 9 A. M. as it opened. 

As we neared the hank we saw a large 
crowd gathered in front, and believing 
there had been a tip-off, dashed back to 
St. Louis. Later we learned that a lone 
bandit had beaten us to the money by 
ten minutes. 

Then, after this long series of failures, 
came a real proposition. 

I had met a St. Louis man in govern 
ment employ and had been to his home 
a number of times. He had introduced 
me to his wife and children. I was under 
the impression that it was a long time be- 
fore he learned the nature of my 
business, and then one night, without 
prompting on my part, he called me 
into a bedroom in his home and said : 
"Frank, I've been studying about this 
for a long time. I work like a slave for 
a small wage, and I'm sick of it. I have 
in my custody from time to time a lot of 
hank deposits. Once a week I carry one 
that runs from $125,000 to $150,000. Now. 
if you’ll give me a full share, I'll let you 
take it and it won’t be much of a job.” 

I have repeatedly referred to the amaz- 
ing number of so-called honest people who 
will connive with denizens of the under- 
world for financial gain. Such relation- 
ships have ended in many murder myster- 
ies, and also have resulted in numerous 
killings in which employes were supposed 
to have died heroic deaths defending the 
property of their employers, but who were, 
in actuality, the victims of bandit bullets 
because they were foolish enough to scheme 
with robbers. They were shot down dur- 
ing the execution of the crime, not because 
they appeared to have offered resistance, 
but because they were the “inside” men — 
the supposedly honest employes who, in 
reality, gave the crooks the “tip” — and the 
bandits, fearing to trust such weaklings 
with knowledge which could send them to 
prison, turned around and killed them. 

I RECALL one St. I.ouis bank robbery in 
which a man was murdered. 

“Why did they kill poor ?” other 

employes asked. "It was such a brutal, 
wanton murder. He did not even bat an 
eye, let alone offer resistance.” 

The truth about this murder is that the 
man slain was the “inside tipster” who gave 
the needed information to the gang that 
robbed the hank. This gang did not trust 
him and, to seal his lips, killed him. 

When you hear of a killing under simi- 
lar circumstances you will be correct, nine 
times out of ten, if you surmise that the 
victim knew too much. 

Honest men, dealing with the under- 
world. should always take into considera- 
tion the possibility of a violent death. 
Crooks regard such men as weaklings and 
do not trust them. 

When my friend in Government service 
made me a proposition to rob the bank de- 
posits in his custody, he did not realize he 
was skating on thin ice. I liked him and 
his wife and children. They were my good 
friends, and in this particular instance I 
had not cultivated his friendship with a 
view of getting a line on a robbery. In 


fact, I never took chances on trouble with 
the Government. Every crook knows that 
the motto of the postoffice inspectors is 
“get your man, no matter how long it 
takes.” 

1 was astounded when my friend made 
his suggestion. He said he was tired of 
working like a slave for low wages. 

He owned a nice home and an auto, and 
was not in debt, yet now, he was telling 
me of a huge sum of money he carried one 
day each week, and that it was never less 
than $125,000. He wanted to get part of it 
and had eased his conscience with the 
knowledge that the money was insured. 
He figured, too, that because I was his 
friend he would be taking no chances. 

It did not occur to him that the moment 
he spoke to me I was no longer just a 
friend and a guest in his home. I was a 
crook receiving information from him as 
the “tipster.” How could I trust him now? 
Wasn't he offering to betray the trust that 
his employer placed in him? He didn't 
know it, but at that moment he had begun 
to risk his life, home, friends and reputa- 
tion ! 

I was in a bad way financially, and his 
suggestion was most alluring. 

"How can we pull it?” I asked. 

“As easy as stepping off the curb,” lie 
answered. "I can tell you the day I will 
have the package and the exact minute at 
which I will be at Eads Bridge. You can 
tie me up and then make your getaway in 
an auto and give me my share of the 
money later.” 

"How long have you been studying about 
this?” I asked. 

“For months,” he replied, excitedly. 
“Listen, Frank, I’m going to tell you the 
truth. I knew from the beginning that you 
were a crook — that’s why I cultivated you. 
I wanted to meet somebody that could pull 
this thing off. Will you go through with 
it ?” 

T T certainly was a shock. I had wormed 
my way into the friendship of a lot of 
honest men in my day for the sole purpose 
of getting information, but this was the 
first time I had had the experience of be- 
ing cultivated by a supposedly honest man 
who wanted a crook to pull a job for him. 
I told him I would go through with it. 

“Do I get a full share?” he asked. 

“A full share,” I promised. 

“How many men will be in on it?” 

“Just three. You, myself and a man I 
will get.” 

“Can you trust him?” 

“As much as you can trust anybody, I 
guess." 

I was careful in my selection of the 
third man and finally got an Egan gang- 
ster. 

“There are a lot of angles to consider.” 
I pointed out to this man. “My informant 
on this job is sure to be questioned at 
length by brainy sleuths who will know, 
of course, that it is an inside job. What 
will he say? Will he stick to the story 
we'll outline for him. or will he break 
down and confess? I think he can get by 
that part of the ordeal, but then what? 
Will he go out and buy a big automobile 
and start spending the money the minute 
we pay him off? Will he quit his job? 
Will he do any one of a dozen things that 
will cause him to be grabbed? Suppose he 
is arrested on suspicion, will he squawk, 
turn State’s evidence and get us forty 
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years? What do you think about it?” 

“He's your bird, Frank, but there’s only 
one way to handle him.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Kill hint when you get the money.” 

Wc shook hands on it. 

T HAT night I went out to ’s 

home. He was unusually happy and re- 
marked. “The money is as good as in the 
bank right now.” He then gave me the 
final details. 

I sat down to dinner with him and his 
family and afterward played with the kids. 
These kids laughed and tumbled around 
me and climbed into my arms and on my 
back. I never saw such a happy house- 
hold. 

The sight of those children and the ring 
of their laughter unnerved me, and I went 
out to meet my companion — the Egan gang- 
ster. 

“I"ve got cold feet on this job,” I told 
him. 

“What about?” he asked. 

“I can't kill that bird.” 

“That’s all right. I’ll kill him. You 
drive the car.” 

I studied the whole thing over. If I just 
hadn't monkeyed with those kids 1 
I finally called off all bets and I’ll say 
this for my friend, the Egan gangster, he 
saw my point of view. But I had the 
devil's own time with the father of those 
kids. He insisted on pulling the job. In 
the end I convinced him he ought to quit 
thinking about it. 

Imagine me, the bandit who had planned 
to kill hint, spending my time and energy- 
arguing with that fellow in an effort to 
make him stick to the straight and narrow 
path 1 

I never told him how close he came to 
a funeral, and I expect he will have a cold 
chill when he reads this. 

A ST. LOUIS professional bondsman 
came to see me at my- apartment on 
Interdrive in University City in February, 
1925. 

“I've got a big job for you,” he said. “I 
want you to direct the robbery of the 
Mound City Trust Company at Union 
Boulevard and St. Louis Avenue. I’ve the 
whole inside line.” 

“What’s it worth?" I asked him. 


“Ordinarily, the bank carries about forty | 
thousand. But once a week, in addition, 
they handle the pay-roll money for the : 

Company, and it amounts to I 

about fifty thousand. The job will be good I 
for at least ninety thousand dollars.” 

I asked him the names of others who 
were to participate and learned they were 
bandits whom I trusted. I agreed to take 
the job and met the bunch next day, at 
which time we arranged to meet at a 
house on Easton Avenue the following 
Sunday and work out all details. On Sun- 
day I drove out with another man. As I 
parked the automobile at the curb I saw 
a man come out of the house and get into 
a car and drive away. I knew him as a 
“stool pigeon" tor the St. Louis police. 

I went into the house and found the 
bondsman and some of the bandits present. 

“Who was the man who just left?” I 
inquired. 

“That was ” said the bondsman. 

“Does he know about the Mound City- 
job?” 

“Sure, but he's O. K.” 

“He's a ‘stool’ for the police,” said my 
companion. 

"You're mistaken." said the bondsman. 

“You can count me out,” I interjected. 

The bondsman insisted we were wrong, 
but we withdrew from the job. So did 
three others who had planned to go in on 
it. But the bondsman, refusing to believe 
me, went ahead. I don't know where he 
got his bandits, but, with one exception, 
they were amateurs. If a prize were offered 
for one of the most badly bungled police 
jobs in history, the police who worked on 
that assignment would win the award. 

The bandits got to the bank too soon to 
collect the pay-roll, which had not yet 
arrived from downtown, but got $34,000 
that was in the bank. On the other hand, 
the police, tipped off by the “stool pigeon.” 
were awaiting the delivery of the big pay- 
roll before taking their stations at the bank 
for the slaughter of the robbers which had 
been carefully planned. The police ar- 
rived after the bandits and the $34,000 
had departed. 

To make matters worse, the cop on the 
beat heard the bank’s warning siren, but 
was unable to respond. He was in the 
tailor shop next door to the bank having 
the seat of his pants mended. He knew 
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the board would fine him for being caught 
in that position at such a crucial time, but 
he also knew’ he W’ould never live down 
the ridicule of attacking a bunch of bank 
robbers minus his pants. 

The “stool” had given the police a 
“Who’s Who” of the gang involved in the 
Mound City job and all that the detec- 
tives had to do was to make arrests. 

Nine persons were detailed and “third 
degree” methods were applied. One of the 
bandits was in a badly battered condition 
and his attorneys promptly photographed 
him. When this man and another of the 
gang went to trial the jury took a look at 
the photographs and promptly acquitted 
both men. 

Another defendant had a new variety of 
alibi that appealed to the jury and he went 
free. I don’t recall how many were tried, 
but I do know that Pat Scanlon, a Hogan 
gangster, was the only one of the men ac- 
cused who had any real brains and he got 
five years in the pen. 

T HE day of the “third degree” is done. 

It has no place in modern police meth- 
ods. I’ve been the route. I’ve suffered all 
the tortures of the “third degree” and I 
know whereof I speak. Starvation, lack of 
sleep, and brutal beatings will make any 
man confess any crime, whether guilty or 
innocent. Juries have begun to realize this 
and a defense that charges use of the 
“third degree” and which is backed up by 
reasonable corroborative evidence is cer- 
tain to obtain freedom for a prisoner. 

I’ll say this for the St. Louis Police De- 
partment : It has made great steps forward 
in the past few years both in methods and 
in personnel. There is less of the rough 
stuff, and less of the grafting. There is 
more efficiency and more honesty. There 
still are men in the department who are 
willing to accept a "loan” from a profes- 
sional crook and there are plenty of others 
who will take an occasional gift. There 
are sergeants who will permit a profes- 
sional bondsman to pay their grocer’s bill 
in return for favors they can bestow. 

Police department graft has its begin- 
ning in the lowest form — the patrolman 
who accepts free drinks and the "traffic." 
policeman who accepts small gratuities 
from chronic violators. It goes upward to 
men who search prisoners and pinch their 
money and to detectives who for a fee will 
release a known crook whom they have 
arrested. I know one of our boys who had 
$1,800 when he was arrested, and only 
$800 when he was released, and I’ve paid 
for my own release following arrests on 
numerous occasions. But, to be wholly fair, 
it should be noted here that the big major- 
ity of policemen are honest. 

I have had much to say about honest 
citizens who connive with crooks, and I 
want to tell this little story about the man 
who hoped he would be robbed so he could 
cheat his insurance company. He was a 
construction contractor and he had a 
weekly pay-roll of about $6,000 which was 
insured. Each time he withdrew money 
from the bank he would return to his 
office and divide it into four packages. He 
would take one package out at a time, al- 
ways hoping that he would be robbed of 
a fourth of the $6,000 so that he could re- 
port to the insurance company the loss of 
the entire sum. A girl in his office who 
was sweet on one of my friends told him 
about it. After a time, when nothing hap- 


pened, the construction contractor allowed 
his hold-up insurance to lapse and then wc 
robbed him of his entire pay-roll. 

Bobby Burns wrote that "the best laid 
plans of mice and men gang aft aglee." 
Every crook knows this to be true. I re- 
call that I had a “tip” on a St. Louis bank 
job that would net in excess of $100,000. 
At no time in my entire career did I plan 
more cautiously. I selected Cuckoos and 
Eganites for the work and did so with 
the utmost care. Another man — a college 
graduate who had gone wrong — was taken 
in on the job and his work was to classify 
the employes of the bank and to figure out 
to the best of his ability their probable re- 
action to a robbery. 

We arranged for automobiles to take us 
to the scene of the crime, to get us away, 
and for a relay car to which we would 
transfer the stolen money. Mechanics 
checked and inspected every piece of 
mechanism on the automobiles to be used, 
and examined the tires, batteries and other 
equipment. Each man was rehearsed a 
half dozen times in the part he was to 
play. 

On the day and at the appointed hour, 
wc swooped down on the bank. Each 
man did his part to perfection. The work- 
ing time was less than six minutes. We left 
with two sacks of money which we trans- 
ferred to the relay automobile. 

Then I drove to a St. Louis hospital, 
where I had arranged an alibi in advance. 
The robbery was staged at about 9 :30 A. 
M., and the records showed I had checked 
in at the hospital at 8 A. M. I hurried to 
my room, undressed and was a patient in 
pajamas before the police reached the scene 
of the crime. I remained there several days 
and then checked out, confident that I was 
not even suspected. 

A few days later four detectives came 
to my apartment in University City and 
arrested me on a charge of robbery in the 
first degree in connection with the bank 
robbery. At noon the next day I again 
stood awaiting identification in the “shad- 
ow box” at Central District Police Head- 
quarters. 

But this time I was confident that an 
identification of myself as one of the par- 
ticipants in the robbery was impossible. 1 
had been masked perfectly and my whole 
face had been hidden. 1 had burned the 
clothing and even the shoes I wore on 
the job. As I walked up and down in the 
“shadow box" I mentally defied the world. 
Twenty seconds later I heard a man say : 

“That's the guy. He's one of the stick- 
up men. I’d know him anywhere." 

S LOWLY but surely there was begin- 
ning to dawn upon me a realization 
that crime was wholly unprofitable. Once 
again I was standing behind the mist-like 
screen of the brilliantly lighted “shadow 
box” in the Central District Police Sta- 
tion. A few feet away were the detec- 
tives, policemen and witnesses to this last 
robbery — persons who could see me plainly 
but who were invisible to me. They were 
walking, talking, whispering. 

My mind played with the though’, 
“Where will it all end?” Would I wind up 
in a prison, on the gallows, or would I go 
the way of Red, Jesse, Gabe and Big Bill? 

Where were all the smart criminals 1 
had associated with a few months back? 
I knew the answer. They were dead, or 
worse still, buried alive in some penal in- 
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stitution where they could do no harm. 

Now I heard a man's loud voice saying, 
"Thai’s the guy. I'd know him anywhere." 

I had been identified again — the same old 
story. The next step would be to take me 
to the office of the chief of detectives to 
be bullied and brow-beaten as they sought 
to obtain a confession. With that over, 
back in the holdover to await the action of 
the grand jury. 

I was indicted for robbery in the first 
degree and now r with my transfer to the 
City Jail I forgot about my failures and 
the poor dividends paid by crime and 
turned my thoughts to ways and means of 
eliminating that identifying witness who 
had said so emphatically, “That's the guy.” 

A professional bondsman greeted me at 
the jail. I did not even have to send for 
him. Again bond was fixed at $25,000 
and once more I paid the usual fee of 
$2,500. 

Released, I set in motion the machinery 
to ascertain the identity of that witness. 

I did not call on a lawyer, but went to 
the office of my “fixer.” The police and 
prosecuting officials had taken every pre- 
caution to keep the identity of the witness 
a secret, but fifteen, nice, new crisp $100 
bills got me the information. 

I then started an investigation of my 
own and located a man who was ac- 
quainted with the witness. This man called 
on the witness at the place where he was 
employed and verified that he had identi- 
fied me. The witness had not undergone a 
change of heart and planned to take the 
stand and testify. 

I WAS determined to prevent him from 
entering the courtroom. My friend 
gave me a detailed account of the wit- 
ness’ home life and his habits. He was of 
a rather lowly station in life and I knew 
if he was killed that even though there 
would be a loud roar at police headquar- 
ters an dthe circuit attorney’ office, the 
general public would forget all about it in 
a few days, and the murder would be 
chalked up on the calendar of unsolved 
crimes. I did not want to kill the man, or 
hate him killed if there was any other 
way out. 

I called in some of the Cuckoos who 
were interested in the case and discussed it 
with them. 

“Don’t fool with him.” one of them 
urged. “Now that you know who he is, 
bump him off.” 

We finally decided to “take him for a 


ride,” but agreed not to kill him unless 
intimidation proved absolutely impossible. 

I had learned that the man frequented a 
home brew joint out in the northwest part 
of town and that he visited the place al- 
most nightly. Four Cuckoo associates and 
myself went out there one night. I drove 
the car and the Cuckoos stationed them- 
selves in the dark to await the coming of 
the man we wanted. 

He walked right into the trap anrl 
thought it was a hold-up. While he was 
protesting that he had but little money, we 
put him into the tonneau of the car and 
drove away. I was at the wheel of the 
car. 

We got out into St. Louis County and 
I followed the Olive Street Road to 
Spring Avenue, turned north to Page and 
went west to a lonely section. The man 
was wondering what it was all about. He 
had not recognized me and had not sus- 
pected he was being “taken for a ride” be- 
cause he had identified me as one of the 
bandits. Presently, as had been pre-ar- 
ranged. one of the Cuckoos said : 
“Where’s the best place to bury this ?” 

The man almost fainted. 

“Why — that — what are you going to 
kill me for?” 

"Get out of this car, you ,” said one 

of the men, prodding him with a pistol. 
“Get out and pick the spot where you want 
us to bury you. Get those shovels, Frank, 
and you’d better bring a pick, too. this 
ground’s hard.” 

The man stumbled from the machine. 

“What are you, klansment” he asked. 

“Naw, Cuckoos.” was the answer. 

“What have I done to you?” 

“You identified Silsby in that robbery 
case, didn't you?" 

“Yes, but the police made me.” 

“You’re a liar.” 

One of the men started digging a hole. 
Another shoved a gun into our victim’s 
back. He fell to his knees, moaning, beg- 
ging and crying. 

Will these desperadoes kill this inno- 
cent man to save the neck of their leader? 
Can they get away with such an atrocity 
— such defiance to law and order? Will 
this be Silsby’s Waterloo? The master 
criminal answers these questions and 
sums up his sensational criminal career 
in the concluding chapter of this unpar- 
alleled confession. Don’t miss the final 
installment in July True Detective 
Mysteries on all news stands June 15th. 


What Do YO U Think ? 

Each month we offer prizes for the best letters of criticism and 
suggestions from our readers in giving their opinion of this magazine. 

Perhaps you do not care to compete for a prize but have an opinion 
you would like to express. If so, we would like to hear from you. 

Look this issue over carefully and tell us what you think of it. 
In your opinion can we improve on the kind of stories we are giving 
you? If so, then in what way? 

We would like to hear from law-enforcement officers who have 
suggestions to offer, from bankers, business men, office workers, pro- 
fessional men and women, mothers, fathers, and the younger genera- 
tion who read these pages — in brief, from any and all our readers 
who are interested. 

For it is by being responsive to our readers’ wishes that we will 
make this a better magazine. — Ed. 



There’s the Man Who’s 
Holding You Down 

Ye*, *ir! There** the man. You 
see him every time you look in the 
mirror. Hi* name isn’t Brown or 
Smith or Jones but Y-O-U. He*» 
your real boss. He's the man who 
decides whether your salary will 
be $35 a week or $100 or $150. 

I r you want to get ahead there’s just one sure way 
to do it — train yourself to do the day’s work better 
than any other man in the office. Ability is bound 
to count. Your employer will be glad to pay you 
more money if you show him you deserve it. 

A home-study course with the International Corre- 
spondence Schools will prepare YOU for the position 
you want in the work you like best. All it takes is an 
hour a day of the spare time that now goes to waste. 

Write for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

“The Universal University” 

Box 2290, Scranton, Ponna. 

Without cost or obligation on my part, please tend me 
a copy of your 48-page booklet. “Who Wins and Why,’* 
and tell me how I can qualify for the position, or In tha 
subject, before which 1 have marked an X: 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Architect 
Architectural Draftsman 
Building Foreman 
Concrete Builder 
Contractor and Builder 
Structural Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Electrical Engineer 
Electrical Contractor 
Electric Wiring 
Electric Lighting 
Electric Car Running 
Telegraph Engineer 
Telephone Work 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
.Machine Shop Practice 
Toolmaker 
Patternmaker 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Bridge Engineer 
(las Engine Operating 


Automobile Work 
Aviation Engines 
Plumber and Steam Fitter 
Plumbing Inspector 
Foreman Plumber 
Heating and Ventilation 
Sheet-Metal Worker 
Steam Engineer 
Marine Engineer 
Refrigeration Engineer 
It. It. Positions 
Highway Engineer 
Chemistry 
Pharmacy 

Coal Mining Engineer 
Navigation □ Assuyer 
Iron and Steel Worker 
Textile Overseer or SupL 
Cotton Manufacturing 
Woolen Manufacturing 
Agriculture □ Fruit Growing 
Poultry Farming 
J Mathematics □ Iladio 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

Business Management □ Business Correspondence 

nit □“ ~ ' 


Industrial Manageme 
Personnel Management 
Traffic Management 
Accounting and C. P. A. 

Coaching 
Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
Secretarial Work 
Spanish D French 
Salesmanship 
Advertising 


Show Card and Sign 
Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
English 
Civil Service 
Railway Mail Clerk 
Mall Carrier 
Grade School Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating □ Cartooning 
Lumber Dealer 


Name 

Street 

Address ~ ~~ 

City..... State 

Occur at Ion 

1/ you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the 
International Correspondence Schools Canadian , Limited , 
Montreal » Canada 



Are You Always Excited? Fatigued? Worried? 
Gloomy? Pessimistic? Constipation, indigestion, 
cold iwfiti. dittv spell* and baahfulne** are cauMii by NERVE EXHAUS- 
TION. Dr*0». lantet and med\etnt$ eannoi Mp wai, tuk ntrtaa. Learn bu* 
to retain Vi*or. Calmnrw* and Set I Confidence. Send 25 cents tor thia 
amazing book. Learn about my method to over cotne Nerve Lxhauetkm 

RICHARD BLACKSTONE, N-56 Flatiron Bldg., N. Y. 


Fortune Teller and Dream Book 

Know the future. Will rou -be 
auoa—e f ul in love, marriaze, health, 
wealth, buaineaa? Interpret, and 
eiplaina all about palmietrv. finger 
nail observations. Napoleon • Oraeu- 
lum or book of fate; lieu lucky num- 
ber*. telle fortune by earda. dominoea. dive, molea, 
mark*, or sear* on the akin: makee prediction* 
eoaeernin* children born on any day. etc., etc. 
Greatest value for SSe. Nothin* like it to cheer 
up a party. Rare Chineae coin <iven with your 
book, beod stamp* or cola. 
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NewMoisture Humid 
& Carbon Eliminator 

for all Makes of Cars ; Trucks , Tractors and Engines 

An amazing Scientific Humidifier has been patented \ throughout the 
World that beats any ever got out. It makes engines run ALL THE 
TIME with the same wonderful efficiency they do on a cool moist night. It gives MORE 

E sp and power, HIGHER top speed, eliminates hard carbon, and gives AMAZING mileage, 
ords report 28 to 42_milcs per gallon. Other makes (both American and Foreign) report 


gallon. 

marvelous increases of l /i to double mileage. 

Mil«s Miles 


Bulck 28 'i 

Cadillac 21 H 

Chevrolet 41 

Chrysler 30 

Dodge 

Durant 


. 30 s ; 

.31 

.41 


Essex 32 

Ford (Model T)... .42 
Ford (Model A)... .40 

Hudson 23 V 

Hupmobilc 24 1 

Marmon 21 } 


Some of the best records are 

Miles 

Nash 30 

Oakland 31 

Oldsmobile 34 H 

Packard 21J^ 

Plymouth 29 

Graham-Paigc. . . . 23^ 


Miles 

Pierce Arrow 22 

Pontiac 31 

Reo 26}$ 

Studebaker 29 

Whippet 41 

Willys-Knight 29 


And Hundreds of Other Wonderful Records on ALL American and Foreign Makes 


Spare or Full Time 

$350 to $1500 a month 
1 man $4,939.66 in 3 M months. 
Another $1,656.60 In 58 days. 
$5,150.00 in 5 months to another. 

BIG MONEY can be — IS being made. 

/ Fitting Motors With Vix 

One man sold 8 first morning. 
Another sells all 3 men can Install. 
Another’s profits as high as $100.00 
a day. 

VIX eills itself by 8 STARTLING 
demonstrations — filG, STUNNING, 
ASTOUNDING DEMONSTRATIONS. 
Successful VIX men make MORE MON- 
EY than they ever made before. 


Free Trial 


Try This New Principle 
Gas Saver AT MY RISK 



Mail Now 


Pictures here and at' 
top show Model “B” 
VIX attached to my own 
New Model A Ford. This 
car is wonderfully im- 
proved in performance 
with the VIX Moisture 
Humidifier. So is every 
Auto, Truck, Tractor. 
Taxi, Bus, Marine, Sta- 
tionary and Aircraft En- 
gine, both American and 
all Foreign makes. 


GUARANTEED TO 

jt iris l 1/4 «• I/*Cas 

W M . Carbon Cleaning 
W Jkl ) Engine Repairs 

or Costs You Nothing 


Try this wonderful VIX Moisture Humidifier and Carbon Eliminator AT MY RISK on YOUR OWN 
CAR to prove that VAPOR MOISTURE (drawn from Radiator to Engine) gives you that wonderful 
night driving effect ALL THE TIME with MORE mileage from gas and oil— eliminates hard Carbon 
accumulation — gives MORE power, a SNAPPIER, PEPPIER motor. FASTER acceleration, a 
SMOOTHER, QUIETER running engine and HIGHER top speed. 

VIX will PROVE ITS MONEY SAVING MERIT on your own car by 8 DEMONSTRATIONS— 
conducted by yourself AT MY RISK— the most SENSATIONAL, most ASTOUNDING, mast CON- 
VINCING DEMONSTRATIONS you ever saw. If you don’t find from 
your tests that it docs MORE than I claim, return it and it COSTS YOU 
NOTHING. I want wide-awake, hustling, County, State, Province 

and National Agencies everywhere, part or full time, to make $350 to $1500 per month 
filling the great DEMAND for this wonderful invention wherever introduced. Write 
for my FREE TRIAL and MONEY MAKING OFFER. Use coupon below. 

WALTER CRITCHLOW 

Inventor and Manufacturer, 353-A Street, WHEATON, 111., U. S. A. 


WALTER CRITCHLOW 

INVENTOR and MANUFACTURER 
353 -A Street, Wbeaton, 111., U. S. A. 

Please send me without obligation or charge 
your FREE TRIAL and MONEY MAKING 
VIX OFFER. 

Name 

Address 

Town State 










NOW.. A Shaving Machine 
That Ends Buying Razor Blades! 


A T LAST! The invention every man 
has been waiting for — a device that 
practically ends razor blade expense! J. 
T. Main (Wisconsin) has already gotten 
1,500 slick shaves from one old Gillette 
blade. E. L. Vinal, Oregon, hasn’t 
bought a razor blade for two years. 
Thousands write letters like this. Mil- 
lions of dollars are being saved by Kriss 
Kross users with this amazing machine 
that makes old blades like new — in fact 
often makes them keener than when new! 

Unlike Stroppers 

This wonderful device is far improved 
over ordinary blade sharpeners by an un- 
canny new principle that makes “perfect 
edge” an automatic certainty. It sharpens 
any blade (except Durham Duplex) in 
eleven seconds, and even a child can 
safely use it. 

Just imagine what you could buy with 
the money you’ve spent on razor blades 
for the last ten years — and how much you 
can save the next ten — then you’ll realize 
what a wonderful investment Kriss Kross 


is. But saving razor blades is only one of 
many Kriss Kross advantages. From now 
on, expect shaves that are 50% easier, 
cooler, quicker. No more tender, burning 
skin. No more tough, wiry beards or 
“missed” patches. 

Sensational Free Razor Offer 

And now for my surprising offer. To 
introduce KRISS KROSS to those who 
have not yet seen it, I am giving with it 
Free a new kind of razor. Possesses re- 
markable features. Instantly adjustable 
to any shaving position. A flip of the 
finger makes it (1) T-shape, (2) straight 
(fold style), (3) or diagonal (new way). 
Gives a sliding instead of pulling stroke. 
Simply zips right through the toughest 
crop of whiskers and leaves your face 
satin-smooth and cool. Made of rustless 
metal. All one connected piece — nothing 
to assemble or screw up. Comes with 5 
special-process blades and is entirely un- 
like anything you ever saw before! 

Mail coupon now while this special 
offer is still good. 



A Free 
Ford and 

$5300 

Profits in a Year 

Become a Kriss Kross 
man. Win a free Ford 
and make 35,300 in a year 
like G. B. Loughren. Til- 
lotson made $167 in one 
day. Work full time or 
spare hours. No experience 
needed — we show you how 
to make money. Kriss 
Kross national advertising 
has brought millions of in- 
quiries from interested pros- 
pects. Check bottom line 
in coupon below. 



Razor Blade Machine 


KRISS KROSS CORPORATION, 

1418 Pendleton Ave. Dept. G-4104 St. Lx>uis, Mo. 

Canadian Kriss Kross Co., 39 Wellington St. Eaat, Toronto 2, Canada 
World's Largest Manufacturers of Mechanical Stroppers 


f KRISS KROSS CORP.. Dept. G-4104 
I 1418 Pendleton Ave., St. Louis, Mo. ilUlML / 

. Without obligation, please send me illustrated description and full details * 
1 of your special introductory offer on KRISS KROSS super strapper and FREE • 
| 3-way razor. | 

| Name . 

J Address * 

I City State • 

| ( ) Check here if interested in making money aa authorized KRISS KROSS ■ 

• representative. 

L -I 
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It's toasted 


Your Throat Protection — against irritation — against cough. 


"COMING EVENTS CAST 
THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE” 

I 'Thomat Campbell . 1777 • 1844 I 


AVOID THAT 
FUTURE SHADOW 


by refraining from 
over-indulgence 


We do not represent that 
smoking lucky Strike Ciga- 
rettes will cause the reduction 
of flesh. We do declare that when 
tempted to do yourself too well, 
if you will "Reach for a Lucky " 
instead, you will thus avoid 
over-indulgence in things that 
cause excess weight and, by 
avoiding over-indulgence,main- 
tain a trim figure. 




